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4 From PHILA RI o, to his Friend; 
relating his unhappy Amour with 
AMASIA. 


My dear CHAMONT, 


AHATEVER Reproaches 
my palt Follies have de- 
ſerved, I know my preſent 
Misfortunes will raiſe your 
Compallion. --- The gentle AAS 1A 
is no more, ſhe expir'd in my Arms, 
1 B and 
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* I have paid the laſt Rites to her 


Memory. 


Your Suſpicions were juſt, that I 
had perverted and ſecretly kept her, 
contrary to all the friendly admo- 


nitions you gave me. The ſpring of 


my Miſery was my Father's marrying 


me at fourteen Years old (O curſed 
Avarice !) to a Girl of twelve, only 
to ſecure her vaſt Fortune to his 
Family. As I grew older, inſtead of 
liking, I conceived an unconquerable 
averſion to the innocent Creature; 
but no Arguments could prevail with 
my Father to break the Contract, and 
I was as obſtinare never to compleat 
the Marriage. Thus entangled I grew 
unealy, which my Siſter obſerving, 
often carried me with her, to divert 
my Chagrin, to viſit a young Lady 


deſcended from a good Family, but de- 


cay'd in Fortune and obſcure : Having 
never met her before in any publick 


Place, I was ſurprized at the light of 
Huch an accompliſh'd Beauty, which 


her 
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her fine Genius, and a thouſand Ele- 


ancies in her Converſation till 
Felpheent'd. Here the guilty Incli- 
nation began; which, never preſaging 
its fatal Event, I cheriſhed, and re- 
folved to be happy, in ſpite of the 
incumbrance of my young Wife, who, 
without any matrimonial Cares ar 
her Heart, diverted herſelf with her 
Babies and Play-things; while I, pri- 
viledged by my Siſter's Diſcretion and 
Intimacy, continued my Viſits to 
Amaſia, whom we always found with 
her Mother, the pious and diſcreet 
Sophronia, whoſe only Fault was being 
a little too reſery'd and ſevere in her 
Temper, But Amaſia had a natural 
diſpoſition to Books and Solitude, 
with a Temper rather ſerious and 
penſive, than gay; which made the 
ſtrictneſs of her Mother's Conduct and 
her own Confinement eaſy. The little 
ſociety ſhe had was with ſome grave 
and good Women of Sophronia's Ac- 
quaintance, who took care to inform 
B 2 her 
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her, that all the Men of the preſent Age 


were Rakes and Atheiſts, and the 
young Women no better, nor hardly 


ſo good as they ſhould be; and that 


converſing with ſuch ſage Perſons as 
themſelves was the moſt reputable 
thing ſhe could do. Amaſia aſſented 
to their wiſe Maxims, my Siſter and 
I being the only Acquaintance of a 
modern Character that were admitted 
to the Houſe. I made my ſelf fo 


agreeable to Sophronia, that I got the 


Office of Reader to the Family ; bur, 


to my ſecret mortification, inſtead of 
Plays, ſhe confined me to Hiſtory, or 
Sermons, tho' my Accent was better 
ſuited to the Stage than the Pulpit : 
However my fair Audience were pleas'd 
and attentive, and I would rather have 
taken Orders than have loſt my Em- 
ployment. But it was not long before 
cautious Sophronia ſaw through the 
dilguile of my Zeal; and obſerving 
a greater Gaicty than was uſual to 
Ameſia's Temper, in converling with 
| me, 
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me, ſhe told my Siſter freely her Suſ- 
picions, intreating her, as ſhe valued 
her Daughter's Reputation, to bring 
me no more with her. My Siſter, 
who was perfectly virtuous, was a- 
larm d at the Diſcovery, and would 
never from that time ſuffer me to ac- 
company her. 

I had now no way to let Amaſia 
know the Violence of my Paſſion, 
but by a Letter, which unluckily fell 
into her Mother's Hands; by this, con- 
firm d in her Fears, ſhe charg d Amaſia, 
as ſhe expected her Bleſſing, to ſend 
back any furure Billet from me un- 
open d; which ſevere Injunction ſhe 
punctually obey'd 'till her Mother's 
Death, which happen'd in the midſt 
of this Adventure : She was fuddenly 
ſeized, and finding her Sickneſs mortal, 
ſhe took the weeping Fair by the hand, 
demanding, as the laſt Proof of her 
Duty, that the would in the preſence 
of the All-fecing Deity promiſe never 
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to converſe with me, or receive my 


Addreſſes. 
Tu Is Amaſia could not deny a dying 


tender Parent: But oh! how fatal to 
herſelf and me was this Engagement: 


how wild was my Grief, when my 
Siſter informed me of the cruel Obli- 


gation ! However, I waited till the 


Formalities of Sorrow due to her 
Mother's Memory were paſt ; when 


with the impatience of Love I batted 


to her Houſe, and bribing her Servant, 
got admittance without Amaſia's know- 
ledge to her Chamber. 

NEVER did her Charms appear 
to ſuch advantage: The ſoft Surprize, 
the modeſt Confuſion, the Struggle 
between a tender Inclination, and the 
Reſtraint of conſcious. Honour, gave 
her a thouſand: nameleſs Graces : 


Whether the yielding Beauty with a 


gentleLanguiſhment betray d the Paſſion 
ſhe had long diſguis d, or whether re- 
covering herſelf with all the Pomp of: 
Virtue the reproach'd my a 
ſti 
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ſtill ſhe put on reſiſtleſs Charms; but 
in every tranſporting variety of her 
Temper, I ſaw my own Advantage, 
nor left the Conqueſt unfiniſh'd. 
With deep Repentance, I now confeſs, 
it gave me an impions pleaſure to find 
Love triumphant over all the Pride of 
Virtue ; but Heaven ſoon avenged its 
Caufe, and hambled me in the height 
of my ſucceſsful Inſolence. 

I had not long continued my Viſits 
to Amaſia, before an Affair of Conſe- 
quence required my Abſence for ſome 
Weeks; in the mean time ſhe was 
feized with a Fever. As ſhe found 
the Symptoms mortal, ſhe wrote and 
immediately ſent me this Letter. 


My dear PHILARIO, 


F/ HERE are thoſe Ages of Love, 
that Heaven, and eternal Series of 
Tranquillity and Foy, with which you 
prophanely flatter d me? The bright De- 
luſion, the viſionary Paradiſe is already 

e B 4  boft: 
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laſt: My Sum is ſetting at Noon; an 
untimely Evening draws its Shadows over 
all my promis d Foys. FY 

That immortal Bloom, - thoſe heavenly 
Charms that you told me might bid defiance 
zo Sickneſs and Age, are already blaſted 
7 a cruel Diſeaſe: A ſudden Autumn 

as uit her d my Prime; the Lillies drop, 

the Roſes die, chillmg Winter has faded 
my youthful Spring. == = But a few 
Days more and I am Duſt. 

This Truth fits heavy on my Soul, 
and brings my Guilt with its full Aggra- 
vation in view: My Mother's dying 
Admonitions, my broken Vous terrify 
me to diſtractiun. My Crime was not 
the Effett of Ignorance and Inadvertency; 
pitymg Angels ſet the Penalties of eternal 
Danmation, and the Recompence of an 
immortal Crown in proſpect before me; 
the Caverns of Death diſclos'd their Ter- 
rors, and the Realms of celeſtial Light 
open'd their Glories to my active Imagi- 
nation: I was forewarn'd by the advice 
of a dying Parent of the Infamy and 


Rum, 
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Ruin, to which this ſoft Temptation be- 
tray d me: I had experienc'd the Satiſ- 
* fattions of Reaſon and Virtue. But for 
* you I venturd on preſent and future 
Perdition, and gave up my Title to all 
the Joys of Immortality; and now ye 
Regions of divine Delight, you have no 
Attractions for a Mind fo impure, I 
world only fly to you, as a Retreat from 
infernal Miſery. 

And yet, too charming Youth ! you 
engage my Aﬀections 3 I would live, but 
(O fatal Madneſs !) I would live for you : 
By you I was ſeduc d, but oh! may 
your Soul fland clear of my Ruin! Is 
my ſelf not you I would accuſe. 

Laſi Night (if wakmg or in a Dream 
Jam uncertain) my Mother's venerable 
Shade, mejeſtick in heavenly Splendor ap- 
fear d to me, and bid me, Prepare for 
the filent Tomb! - 1/hat Preparation 
can I mate? What Penitence can attone 
for deliberate and repeated Per jury, for 
Crimes againſt the cleareſt Conviftions of 

heaventy 
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heavenly Light, and the Santtion of vo- 
luntary Vous? Ki 
IW hat Figures of Speech could you make 
nſe of to take off from Vices hike theſe their 
Deformity © What Eloquence did you em- 
ploy thus to pervert my Judgment? By 
what infernal Inchantment was ] led on 
to mine own Deſtruttion ? - Dou have 
undone me, but I am hopeleſs! Can you make 
no Reparation * Cannot you reverſe the 
Injury, and talk as well m the Cauſe of 
| Heaven as you did in the Intereſk of 
Hell? Oh make the compaſſionate Tryal! C 
=== Can you pray? Can you implore 
Mercy for me? - Perſuaſion dwell upon 
your Tongue ! Could you be ſincere Heaven 
perhaps may hear; My Strength is 
ſpent ! — I faint! Fly to my Af- 
ſiſtance, that at leaſt 1 may take a laſt 
Farewell. $ 
AMASIA. 4 
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Ta1s Letter ſurpriſed and diſtracted 
me, I knew not what I did or ſaid: 
Bur I order'd my Horles, and return'd 

| with 
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with all the ſpeed that Love could 
give me to the Idol of my Soul, whom 
I found by intervals in her perfect 
Senſes, but in the Agonies of Death. 
The melancholy Scene will never 
quit my Memory. Death came, at- 
rended by his real fantaſtick Horrors ; 
he made bis approach with every 
Circumſtance terrible tro Nature or 
Reaſon: Never was the Paſſage to his 
waſte Dominions more gloomy; never 
did a departing Spirit quit the Light 

of Heaven with more Reluctance. 
0% ſhe cried, graſping my Hand, 
whither am I going? to what unknown 
Regions? On what deſolate Coaſts am I 
doom d eternally to wander © How dark the 
Entrance, hom long the Paſſage that opens 
before me! === See yonder ſullen Ghoſt 
beckons me away ! . Another pale 
Spectre ſummons me to the Grave, and 
bids me mingle with the Dead! --- How 
my Senſes wander! - Oh for a Month's 
, 4 Hels an Hour's Reprieve ! 
Then, fixing her eager Eyes on mine, 
ſhe 
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ſhe ask'd, Camot you procure this for me, 


after all your boaſted Love? - I am 
cited to the ſupream Tribunal, have 
you the hardineſs to appear for me? — 
The whole Creation cannot aid me in this 
Extremity! After which ſhe lay long 
ſpeechleſs and convuls d, and caſting 
a diſmal Glance at me, with a heavy 
Groan expir'd. 

could not refuſe this fad Recital 
to your Requeſt, and my avow'd 
Confidence in you: Tis ſome kind 
of Relief to pour my Grief into your 
Boſom, and to excite in yours a 


generous Compaſſion, which I know 
you feel for 


The wretched PHILARIO. 
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LETTER H. 
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From CASSAN DER, 70 4 Gentleman 
at Venice, relatmg the Murder of 
his Friend. | 


My dear Friend, 


H ! why do I prophane that 
WR facred Title! If you knew 
SEES mc you would ſtart, as if 
the Fiends below had given 
you that appellation. --- But I muſt 
unmask my ſelf, whatever Horror the 
monſtrous Appearance gives you : 
Perhaps ſome Spark of Pity may 
mingle with your Averſion, when you 
find my Miſery bears ſome proportion 


to my Guile, 


OH 
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Ou think what it is! — Imagine 
the dreadful Scene I would unveil! 
— Recall the moſt tragical Action, 
that was ever repreſented on the 
Stage; or the moſt bloody Effect of 
Fury, chat has been really perpetrated 
in human Life 

Wx do not the Tears that fall 
from my Eyes ſtain the Paper with a 
ſanguine Hue? Why does not Blood 
inſtead of Ink flow from my Pen in 
diſmal Characters, to mark my Crime? 
Why ſhould I expreſs myſelf in the 
Language of Men, and not invoke 
the infernal Furies to teach me their 
Dialect, that I may give my Guilt its 
Proper Aggravation: For mine's a 
Deed of Darkneſs, fit for the Records 
of Hell ---- Murder ! ---- execrable 
Murder ! ---- This curſed Hand that 
trembles every Nerve to relate it, 
gave the deadly Wound! Horror! 
— Confuſion! — Scarce can I refrain 
by the wildeſt Impreca tions to haſten 
that Vengeance, at which I tremble: 

„„ > _ 
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— Twill fall too ſoon, and with ſome 


tertible Diſtinction: For mine was a 
Sin of a ſuperior Note, mark'd with 
uncommon Malignity. 

IN vain am I acquitted at a hu- 
man Tribunal, by the Partiality of 
Juſtice, and the Sollicitations of power- 
ful Friends; while by my own Con- 
ſcience and the divine Laws I am 
evidently condemn d. What Plea ſhall. 
I find againſt the Reproaches of my 
own Reaſon, that reſtleſs Monitor 
within2 To what ſhelter ſhall I fly 
from unerring Juſtice 2 - Hide me, 
ye Rocks! cover me ye Mountains, 
from the Purſuit of erernal Vengeance! 

My Sin was an outrage againſt 
Nature, a defiance of all the Laws 
of Friendſhip and Humanity. You 
dare not believe me, when I tell you 
twas my Friend ! --- Oh diſtracting 
Thought! --- my Friend! the 
young, the gentle Antonio that I mur- 
der d! I {ce him fall! -- I ſce him 
bleed 1 -- The Soul (its quivering 

is 
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his Lips, his Eye-balls rowl in Death! 


— I behold the gaping Wound, the 


laſt convulſive Pangs, the pale and 
ſenſeleſs Corps extended on the Ground! 
The dreadful Scene is for ever new, 


and riſes before me with inſulting 


Horror. The viſionary Terrors haunt 
my folitary Retreats, and damp the 
Joys of Society: My Days are un- 
acquainted with -Peace, my Nights 
with Reſt; the whole Creation is an 
undiſtinguiſh'd Chaos; the Skies have 
loſt their Light, the Fields their Ver- 
dure; every Charm is blotted from 
the Face of Nature; the ſweeteſt 
Odours no more refreſh me; Harmony 
with its ſoothing Tones no more de- 
lights me; I ſicken at the moſt 
luxurious Banquets ; the richeſt Wines 
have loſt their Flavour ; Beauty no 
more invites, nor Pleaſure with her 
ſofteſt Eloquence allures me. 
THOs k fair Gardens, where Art 
and Nature combine to rival all that 
has been fabled of the Vale of Tempe, 


Or 
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or the Cyprian Groves, theſe ſoft Re- 
treats, which were late my Pride and 
Delight, now yield a gloomy Proſpect, 
and look like the Sears of Deſolation 
and Deſpair : For here the bloody 
Fact was done; here I violated Na- 
rure's great orignal Law, defy'd eter- 
nal Juſtice, and ſcal'd my own Perdi- 
tion. 

You know with what Frenzy I doat- 
ed on the artful Marcella; ſhe was the 
Idol of my Thoughts. With her 1 
ſpent my gay licentious Hours, regard- 
leſs of my Honour, my Country, or 
my Friends; for her J contriv'd Gar- 
dens of Pleaſure, open'd chriſtal Foun- 
tains, rais'd Bowers, perfum'd with 
every fragrant Blofſom to entertain her; 
nor once believ d ſhe could be capable 
of Ingratitude, till that fatal Night 
when I ſurpriz d her with the unhappy 
Antonio. | r 
f I return ' d more early than uſual from 
an appointed Debauch, and not find- 
ing Marcella in her Appartment, 1 
x C run 


18 LEFT 5K: 


run immediately into a private Garden, 
where ſhe ſometimes took an Evening 
walk. The Moon ſhone clear, and 
at the entrance of an Arbour, I faw 
her fitting with Antonio, looſely reclin- 
ing his Head in her Lap: He roſe, 
and came forward ſmiling, whether 
with an Air of Inſult, or Railery, 1 
did not ſtay to conſider, but fluſh'd 
with Wine, and enrag d with Jealouſy, 
I drew my Sword, and ſtabbd him 
through the Heart, while Marcella in 
a Swoon lay cold and ſenſeleſs at my 
Feer. 

My Rage was ſpent in a Moment, 
and my Amotous Flame extinguith'd, 
and Friendſhip with all its force return'd 
Triumphant on my Soul. I threw 
my ſelf on the Ground, by the dying 
Youth, ſupported and embrac'd him, 
melted into Tears, and call'd aloud 
on his Pity to forgive me: My Ser- 
vants were alarm'd, and ruſhing into 


the Garden beheld the bloody Scene. 


By 
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By this time Marcella was recover'd 
from her Swoon, and reproach'd my 
Raſhneſs, aſſuring me ſhe had employ- 
ed all her Art to perſuade him to 
comply with that fatal Aſſignation; 
ſhe frankly own'd he had been long 
the Object of her fondeſt Deſires, but 
that till then he had refus d any ſe- 
cret Appointment with her, from a 
ſenſe of Friendſhip to me, and Juſtice 
to his young and beautiful Wife, 
whom he ſincerely loy'd. 

This Diſcovery diſtracted me: 1 
curs d my {elf and her, and charg'd 
her to fly my Sight for ever, leaſt I 
ſhould double my Guilt, and Inure 
my ſelf ro Murder. I was fo far from 
endeavouring to eſcape the Rigour of 
the Law, 4 [ challeng'd it, call'd 
aloud for the Miniſters of Juſtice, wit- 
neſs d againſt my own Life, and a- 
vow'd the barbarous Fact. But how- 
ever I was cleard by a human Ver- 
dict, I ſtand condemn'd by a higher 

„ and 
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and more righteous Deciſion : My 
Conſcience tells me 


| > =: The Door is ſhut, 4 
The Judge has paſs'd my everlaſting Doom, 
Which all created Power can neer reverſe. 


My Day's for ever gone, my Sun is ſet 

In final Darkneſs, neer to riſe again. 

My Summer's ſpent, eternal Winter's come, 
The Seaſon's paſt. + 

On me no Ray of Mercy e er will ſhine, 
No ſmiling Beam of Hope will ever riſe, 


Juſtice divine, and ſelf-condemning Guilt, 


Conſigu me over to Eternal Moe. 


What Repentance is there for a 
Wretch who can make no Reſtitution 2 
The Injury I have done can never be 
cancell'd: *Twas deſperate, 'twas irre- 
parable Miſchief, that I brought on 
the wretched Antonio: I cut off his 
ſpace of Tryal, his Probation for im- 
mortal Joys, and tore him from all 
his future hopes of Salvation. I per- 
haps ſurpriz d him wich all his Sins 

and 
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and unrepented Follies on his ead ; 
his Guilt might that inſtant be in its 


* fulleſt Magnitude, while I, with a 


more than infernal Rage, ſeiz d the 
curſed Moment, and ſent an immortal 
Spirit to Hell. He may now be load- 
ing me with Execrations, and ſound- 
ing Revenge through the Caverns of 
Darkneſs, againſt a Miſcreant that 
barr'd the Gares of Bliſs, and open'd 
his Paſſage to the Dungeons of Miſery 
and endleſs Deſpair. 
Theſe are the horrible Images that 
haunt, and ſometimes drive me to the 
precipice of Ruin. Laſt Night in a 
dead and ſilent Hour I took my Sword 
and went ſoftly into my Garden, re- 
ſolving to ſtab my {elf (fo wild are 
the Intervals of my Grief ) on the ſame 
Place where I murder d my Friend: 
When I came near I ſaw, or my fancy 
only made it real, a ghaſtly Phantome 
reſembling the murder'd Antonio, 
ſtanding on the very ſport where I gave 
the fatal Thruſt ; his Countenance wan 
Cy and 
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and doleful ; his motionleſs Eyes fix d 
fall on mine ; while his Hand pointed 
to the well-imitated Wound on his 
Breaſt. 

The Sight wither d my Strength, 
and the Sword drop'd from my 
trembling Hand; Guilt made me a 
Coward, and with a childiſh Fear 1 
haſtily retird to my Chamber, calling 
one of my Servants to attend me. 
So unlike am I grown to myſelf, I 
ſtart at a Shadow, and ſhudder at the 
preſage of a Dream, am ſurrounded 
with ill Omens, and rormented with 
more direfu} Forebodings within. 

We talk of Racks, of hiſhng Snakes, 
and gnawing Worms ; but all the 
Emphaſis of human Language cannor 
delcribe the Tortures of an accuſing 
Conſcience. The united Force of 
Art and Nature cannot yield the 


Icalt Relief. The Light of Paradiſe 3 


could not chear me: The Songs of 
Angels would but heighten myRemorle, 
and augment the exquiſite Anguihh : 

The 
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The Gloom of impenetrable Night, 


and the Sound of eternal Tenipeſts, 
would ſooner ſooth theſe unutterable 
Agonies. 3 

What Privilege is my Being? why 
am I curs d with Immortality? Oh 
that my ſevere 1 my omnipotent 
Adverſary would ſpeak me again into 
my primitive Nothing, and with one 
potent Word finiſh my Exiſtence ! 


The Beaſts are happy, they come forth and keep 
Short watch onearth, and then lie down and ſleep : 
Pain is for Man, and oh! how vaſt a Pain 

For Crimes that made the Godhead bleed in vain ! 


Dr. YouxGs. 


But why do I think it in vain for 
me? Am I of all human Race ex- 
empted > Am I the only diſtinguiſh'd 
Sinner excluded from the Benefit of 
that infinite Atonement? Am I on 
Earth, or ſhut up in the internal Priſon ? 
Oh ſtay thou glimmering Beam of 
Hope, with one heavenly Viſit chear 

C 4 my 


* 
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my benighted Soul! An uncertain If, 

a flattering Poſſibility, would be a mo= 
mentary Heaven to me: Twould be 


Redemption from Hell; Pardon to a 
reprobate Spirit. And yet, 


Tf IT muft periſh, proſtrate at thy Feet 

The humble Vitim of thy Wrath ſball fall, 

Tmploring Mercy ftill ; for Mercy reigns . 

Triumphant in thy Nature *Tis thy Boaſt, 1 

The Attribute that reigns on this ſide Hell. f 
'F 
1 


My dear Clerimont, excuſe my Free- 
dom; tis natural for Miſery to com- 
plain: Had I been acquainted with a 
Perſon of more Piety and generous 
Compaſiton than yourſelf, I had ſpar d 
you the reading of this melancholy 
Relation, to which your long ſtay at 
Venice has made you a ſtranger. Adieu. 
I know you will pity 


The wretched CASSANDER. 


LE T- 


— @— — 


9 . g— 


Moral and Entertaining. 25 


LETTER III. 


8 


— * — »„— 


To BEIIN DA, from SILVIA, to inform 
her of the Reaſons of her ſudden Retreat 
into the Comitry. 


My dear BELIN DA, 


Am indeed got back again 


To harmleſs Plainwork, and to croaking Rooks, 
Old fafhion'd Halls, dull Aunts, and godly Books 
Mr. Pope. 


to a View of Nature in that Simpli- 


city which you rally fo agrecably : 


But tis here I have recover'd my Peace, 


aud am again grown a reaſonable Crea- 
ture ; to which thoſe godly Books thar 
you 
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you ſcem to have ſuch a Notion of, 


have very much contributed, particu- 
larly Biſhop Tillotſon. 


I (ce you (mile, not in Malice, but 
good Nature, at the ſober Confeſſion, 
and want of Delicacy in the Choice of 
my Reading: It diverts you, I know, 
that I ſhould let Dryden and Orway lie 
ſtupidly by me, and impertinently 
ſpend an Hour in reading a Sermon; 
that when I am fo well at Eaſe in this 
World, it ſhould ever enter into my 
Head to think of another; and, that in 
the Bloom of Eighteen, I ſhould have 
{uch a gloomy Diſpoſition, as to think 
my ſelf mortal: And, if you will for- 
give me, 1 will own, that I ſome- 
times read the Bible, in Contempt 
of all modern Refinements, and hope 
to form my Life on that antiquated 
Scheme. Theſe are, I confeſs, n 
dear Belinda, a very unfaſhionable ſet 
of Thoughts, and have nothing in 
them modith or polite. 
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Ü believe you will be very inquiſitive 
to find what has put theſe odd, theſe 
* ſtrange unaccountable Whimſies into 
my Brain. 

Tis Love, (you ſtart - you pity — 
you pray for me) but tis Love, a tender 
„ bopeleſs Paſſion that has had this ſurpri- 
© ing Effect! Tis an abſolute Deſpair of 
being happy in this World, that has put 
$ 
; 


* 
I 
= 


me on Endeavours to ſecure the Happi- 
nes of the next: Could I have poſleſt 
the Idol of my Soul, I had been at reſt, 
and had loſt the Reliſh of ſuperior Joys. 

But mine, with Confuſion I own it, 

was a criminal Affection forbid by 
Earth and Heaven ; my Bliſs was pro- 
hibited by Laws human and divine. 
This Confeſſion will ſurprize you, but 
could you know the Severity of my 
Conduct, you would excuſe me. [ 
have torn my ſelf from the Sight of the 
lovely Youth for ever, though I could 
have loſt the Light of the Sun with leſs 
Reluctance. My haſty Retreat into the 
Country was free and voluntary; and 
nor, 


the World, and had as much of the 


Converſation very grateful and enter- 3 


is LETTS is 


not, as was thought, the Effect of my 
Father's Command. I was fincere, 
Heaven is my Witneſs, in my Deſire to 
free my ſelf from the criminal Paſſion, 
and ] thought the moſt certain way to 
Conqueſt, was by Flight. 

You know the Tour my Brother 
made to Paris, brought him acquainted 
with Monſieur le Comte de R, and 
when necameinto England, my Brother 
return d with his Family: I was in 
Town, and waited on Madame la Com- 
teſſe, who did me the Honour todetain 
me fome Time with her. 

Monſieur le Comte was one of the 
handſomeſ: and beſt bred Men in 


Engiiſh Gravity as was agreeable to my 
own Temper, which made me find his 


taining; nor had I the leaſt Suff icion 
that there was any Hazard in boch a 
harmics Satisfaction. I had convers'd 
in Town with as much Freedom as a 
virtuous Education allow d, and kept 

2 an 


* 
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an equal Indifference, without the leaſt 
1 | 


3 
9 
* 


Inclination to Love, or even pretend- 
ing to hate any mortal Man. 
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The Comte was perfectly well-bred, 
and my Vanity made me interpret e- 
very little Turn of Gallantry, as the 


Mark of ſome peculiar Value and inno- 
cent Friendſhip he had for me: Any 
other Thought would have ſhock'd my 
Delicacy, and put me on my Guard, 
7 againſt the guilty Paſſion I found kind- 
ling in my own Breaſt, which, inſtead 
of oppoling, I indulg'd as Gratitude, 

and a juſt Senſe of Merit. 


But I was ſoon ſenſible of the Deluſi- 
on, and how eaſily Vice betrays an un- 
guarded Mind, under the ſpecious Diſ- 
guiſe of Virtue. I found this Freedom 


of Converſation would prove fatal to all 


the Peace and Innocence of my Mind, 
which had now loſt its native Calmneſs, 
and I began to experience all the fan- 
taſtick Effects of Spleen, Vapours, Ca- 
price; in ſhort, an Uneaſineſs with my 
ſelf, and every Thing elle in the World, 

I the 
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the charming Comreſſe her {elf not ex- 
cepted. : 
But this ſet my Guilt before me in 
its full Aggravation. Envy and Deceit 
had till now been Strangers to my 
Breaſt, which made me ſtart at the 
monſtrous Forms : Every new Favour 
from Madame la Cumteſſe reproach'd me 
with violating the Truſt and Conki- 
dence the had in my Truth and Virtue, 
and for having a With that ſhe had been 
leſs beautiful and deferving : The Af- 
fection and Intimacy with which ſhe 
treated me, gave me an Horror for my 
{c}f, and I was again generous and ſin- 
cere, and, as I thought, perfectly con- 


firmd in Virtue, till the charming Comte 


appear d, when I found my ſelf jealous, 
unjuſt, and perverted to Vice in a Mo- 
ment. 
However, I diſguis d my Folly, from 
a ſecret Delicacy in point of Reputation, 
and an unaffected Senſe of Honour. I 
am aſham'd to tell you had a Thought 
that necded a Diſguiſe, tho' 'twas in- 
voluntary 
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off. 
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voluntary and unallow'd : Bur I was 


Lan ill Diſſembler, and have ſome reaſon 
to believe the real Diſpoſition of my 
Heart was perceiv'd by the Comte, who, 


one Evening, pra me reclin d on 


. che Side of a Fountain repeating theſe 


4 La bleft Religion with thy Angel's Face, 


Diſpel this Gloom aud brighten all the Place 
Y Drive this deftraive Paſſion from my Breaſt, 


* Compoſe + my Sorrows, and reſtore my Reſt / 


6 7 Shew me the Path the Sainted-Virgins trod, 
L Wean me from Earth, aud raiſe my Soul to God! 
, 1 No more let guilty Love my Heart inflame / 


; 


The Comte underſtood Engliſb pe 


Fat 
with as good a Grace as I re and 
put on more Gaity and Aſſurance than 


1 was indeed natural to my Diſpoſition ; 


and to conceal my Diforder, left him 


; with Precipitancy, and return'd to the 
Comteſſe, who was in her Appartment 
reading the Story of Rhetea | in the Life 
of 


33 nn 


of Cyrus ; the ask d me How I lib d ir! 
The Queſtion I am perſuaded was ac- 
cidental, but Lanſwer'd, That I thought 


it well rald. However, it awaken'd my 
Remorſe, and gave me an exquiſite | 
Senſe of the Injuſtice of my ſecret In- 4 


clinations. 


From this Moment J reſoly d ro go 
back into the Country, to conceal and 


conquer my Folly. The. Tenderneſs 


and unaſfected Seen the Comteſſe 
expreſs d in parting with me confirm'd 
my Virtue, and gave me a ſecret Con- 
fuſion for the Injuſtice of having wiſh'd 
her leſs happy, The Calmneſs and 
Sanctity of my Soul ſeem'd to be re- 
ſtor d, and I had left the Place a Con- 


queror, if the Comte had not led me to 


the Coach, and by an accidental Sigh, 


and a fort of a ſerious Air in his Face, 


given my Mind a ſofter Turn, and 


kl 'd me of the Vanity of human 


Confidence, and that I had e 
without a diners 4 


But 
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But the Retirement of the Country 
and ſerious Reflection, ſoon freed me 
from the tumultuous Effects of a guilty 
Paſſion: The Scene alter'd with infinite 
Advantage, and all grew peaceful and 
ſerene. 1 am now reconcil'd to my 
ſelf, and find an ineffable Satisfaction 
in the ſilent Approbation of my own 
Conduct ; a * ſuperior to 
all the empty Applauſe of the Crowd. 
I reflect with Pleaſure on the happy 
Change. My Soul ſeems now in its 
proper Situation, and conſcious of its 
Dignity, looks above this World for 
its Reſt and Happineſs :. I am almoſt in 
a State of Inſenſibility, with regard to 
mortal Things, and have fix'd my 
Views on thoſe infinite Delights, which 
will be the certain Rewards of Virtue. 


What is there here to fill theſe vaſt Deſires? _ 
Should Fancy all her dazling Scenes diſplay, 
Our Wiſhes unconfin'd would wander ſtill 
Beyond the Limits of theſe narrow Skies, 

In ſearch of boundleſs and immortal Toys. 


: Adieu 
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Adieu my dear Belinda: As long as 
I leave you to the quiet Poſſeſſion of 
the dear Town and us dear Joys, you 
will not envy me all that a gay Ima- 
gination can form of future Pleaſures. 
l have truſted you with the inmoſt 
Secrets of my Soul, and know I can 


depend upon your Fidelity. ö 
Tour unalterable Friend, 


SILVIA. 
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D EUS EB IVS, from à Deiſt. 


HERE ſhall I find Reſt 
NN The wide Creation denies 
it. I have run through all 
the varieties of human Folly, 
and ſearchd every Vanity below the 
Sun: I have tried what was to be 
found in Madneſs; Women, Wine, 
and Frolick have divided my Hours; 
and I am now trying what Satisfaction 
Wiſdom and Philoſophy can yield. 
You have made me at laſt a Converr 
to natural Religion, and turned me 
into a fort of a virtnous Heathen : 
Morality in its Practice is no longer 

D 3 my 
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my Averſion : I begin to think Reaſon | 


and Immortality the higheſt Ad- 


vantages of Humanity. Thar there 
is a GOD all Nature cries aloud 


through all her Works; and while I 
am attending thoſe ſacred DiCtates, in 
ſuch Raptures as theſe I often addreſs 
mylelt, | 


To the Unknown GOD. 


Whate'er thou art, thou Excellence unknown . 
'Tis thee thro' all thy various Works we ſeek. 
Theſe ſecret Languiſhments, theſe fierce Deſires, 
Howe er licentious, free and unconfin'd, 

Purſue, unſten, an Obje# infinite. 

Thro ev'ry fair Diſguiſe the leading GO D 
Allures our eager Souls. That roſy Bluſb, 

T hoſe ſparkling Eyes, and ſoft enchanting Smiles, 
Receiv'd their Charms from thee. Beauty is thine 
In all its conquering Powers. In thee 

He trace up Pleaſure to its ſacred Source. 

We meet thee in the balmy weſtern Breeze, 
The Frazrance of the Spring, the ſpicy Iles, 
And all Arabia breaths its fveets from thee. 


From 
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From Harmony to Harmony we riſe, 
0 To that ſuperiorSkill, which tun d the Spheres, 
Save Melody to Gabriel's heav'nly Lyre, 

And ev'ry moving Grace to Rolli's Song. 

Whatever ſacred Force in Muſick lies, 

The dying Strain that calms the wildeſt Care, | 
Or loſtier Note that prompts to glorious Deeds, 
TV inſpiring G O D dwells in the myſtick Sound, | 
And charms and captivates the liff-ning Soul, | 
Thro all her ſoft Capacities of Foy. 

But what art thou, the ſecret Spring of Life, 
Supream in all Perfectious, tho' unknown ? 
More lovely than the faireſt of thy Works; 
For thou art ftill beyond Smilitude, | 
Still riſing with diftinguiſh'd Eminence, 

In perſed Beauty, and unrival'd Glory. 

But what thoſe Beauties, what thoſe Glories are, 
No mortal Eye has ſeen, nor boldeſi Flight 
Of Fancy, in her gayeſt Scenes conceivd, [ 

Some ſoft celeſtial Ecchoes from afar, | 
Some glimm'ring Rays, with a reflected Light, ? 
Attract our Souls, and kindle warm Deſires, 

Impetuous Wiſhes, and aſpiring Hopes; 
W hich own no Bounds, but infinitely free, 
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Break thro created Limits with Contempt, 
Au ſeek the great Original of Blifs. | 

But oh if Love = if Love's the boaſted Name 
And darling Attribute, reveal thy ſelf, 

Unfold the heaw'nly Wonders of thy Face, 
Aud fland in open Majeſty confeſs'd ! 

Why was T fountt with theſe aſpiring Thoughts, 
And elegant Deſires, theſe bountlleſs Aims, 
That reach at nothing ſbort of GOD himſelf, 
If "tis a Bliſs'imipoſſible to Mau; 

If thou wilt never fill theſe vaſt Deſires, 

Why were they rais'd? This Eminence of Thought 

Is but my Torment, — Oh recal again 

T his 2toriousCurſe, this thankleſs Gift, myReaſon! 

This Immortality, my Dread my Horror. 
Far rather had T flouriſb'd in a Plant, 

And only reached a vegetable Life, 

Open'd my Bloſſoms to the riſing Sun, 

Aud drop'd their Beauties &er the Ew'ning cloſe; 

Or had I mounted with the feather'd Race 

I Heights of Air; or with my fellow Brutes 

At Freedom ranged the trackleſs Deſart ver, 

Slept in a Den, or ftretch'd my careleſs Bulk 


Secure in open Fields, heedleſs of Good - 


Or Evil, paft or preſent, or to come ! 
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Moral and Entertaining. 39 
Ob ey Lot to mine ! if I muſt live 
Eternal Years excluded from thy Face. 
Be it in Earth, or Air, or in the Deep, 
M here thou art abſeut ery Place is Hell. 


The Fields and Woods are often 
witneſs to thele Soliloquies while I 
fly from Man, to converſe with the 
great Spirit of Nature; for you have 
at laſt convincd me of a Divine 
Preſence, with whoſe Immenſity I am 
ſurrounded. To this conſcious Mind 
I ſometimes addreſs my ſelf; with 
Pleaſure I grow acquainted with this 
propitious Being, and adore him as 
the Spring of my Exiſtence. I ſcem 
to find ſome new Capacities of Happi- 
nels awake in my Soul. I languiſh 
for ſome unknown Joys, ſome yer 
unexperienc'd Pleaſures, and grow 
confident, that the Power who rais'd 
theſe Deſires will at laſt gratify them. 

That Silence, that Self-Reflection 
and Retirement, that was lately my 
Horror, is now become my Delight, 
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while I am attending the Dictates of 
Reaſon, and ſincerely endeavouring 
to know the Will of that divine 
Mind; who muſt be too benificent 
to leave me in my preſent Doubts, 
while Jam ſincerely ſeeking the 
heavenly Illumination. 

Thus far, my dear Euſebius, your 
Arguments have had Succeſs. I have 
the higheſt Obligations to you for- 
not ſuffering me to degrade myſelf 
into the Rank of Animals, and for per- 
ſuading me to aſſume the Dignity of 
a reaſonable Creature: In that Ca- 
pacity I am 


Towr moſt oblig d humble Servant, ; 


PHILANDER, 


J Mrs. 
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LETTER V. 
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from AMORET, giving 
an account of her criminal Paſſion 
for SEBASTIAN. 


MADAM, 


=; T4 OW ſhall I begin ? What 
us Language can paint the 
Confuſion of my Thoughts? 
which, could you be ſenſible 
of, it would be ſome Apology for 
the fatal Secret I would diſcover. I 
am yet but a modeſt Sinner, and 
can neither excuſe, nor dare diſguiſe 
my Guilt from one, who till now 
has ſhar'd all the Secrets of my Soul. 


Oh 
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Oh think what I would ſay 
imagine what tis I find ſuch reluctance 


to diſcover, and which I muſt diſcover, 


tho' ir coſts me all your Eſteem ! 
your Eſteem, which has been my 
Pride and Happineſs; ' but even that 
I will reſign rather than ſuffer you to 
injure your own Character, by a 
continuance. of that Friendſhip I have 
forfeited.  - 

am not that modeſt innocent 
Perſon you believe me : There is no 
diſguiſing my Infamy, nor recovering 
my loſt Honour. 

I know you are ſurprized, you 
hardly credit me, you would feign 
believe 1 have bely'd myſelf, and what 


I have told you is the effect of Spleen, 


Melancholy, any thing but Truth. 
Would to Heaven that it was all 
Frenzy aud wild Imagination! that I 
were innocently unhappy! that I 


had loſt my Reafon and kept my 


Virtue ! 


Oh 
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5 Oh heav'nly Virtue! thine's a ſacred Flame, 
75 . N | 
Au ſtill my Soul pays Homage to thy Name. 


Ve chaſte and holy thoughts, that 
once poſſeſs d my Soul, return again! 
return ye ſmiling Scenes of Innocence 
and Peace! Ve ſecret Conſolations of 
Religion! ye gentle Whiſpers of Con- 
ſcience! ſpeak Peace again to my un- 
quiet Breaſt ! 

I have not yet begun my fatal 
Story; -- Oh let it never be told! let 
it be loſt in eternal Oblivion! -- but 
that's impoſſible, tis regiſter d on my 
Heart. * 


In what dark Cavern ſhall T hide my Head? 
Where ſeek retreat, now Iunocence is fled ? 


If my Penitence had obtain d Pardon 


| from Heaven, the Publick would 


ſpeak my Infamy aloud. How am I 
fallen! from what height of Repu- 
tation to the loweſt Contempt! This 

| tO 
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1 r o 
to a Mind that ſtill retains the niceſt 
Senſe of Honour, is an Alffliction 
inſupportable. I have no Refuge 
from the Inſults of the World but 
Solitude, and thither the Thoughts of 
my Guile and Infamy purſue me ; 
the Country Shades, the Seats of 
Tranquillity and Peace, afford me 


Alone through unfrequented Shades I rove, x 
And hope the Sweets of Solitude to prove ; ] 
But at my ſight each verdant Proſpect wears : 
A gloomy View, and ev'ry Plant appears | 


To bend its Top, o'ercharg'd with dewy Tears. 
bat Joy can I in theſe Receſſes find ? 
What beauteousScenes can pleaſe a guilty Mind? 
In vain the Sun his Morning Pride diſplays, 
I turi my Eyes, and ſicken at its Rays 
The Silver Moon, and ſparkling Stars by Night * 
Torment me too with their officious Light. 43 
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Heaven and Earth ſeem to reproach i 
me, and join with the Convictions of 
my 
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5 my own Reaſon, which fully approves 
the Rules I have violated. To what 
has my Folly reduc'd me? Where 


ſhall I ſeek for Peace, when I am at 


” Variance with my ſelf, and my prac- 
1 tice is inconſiſtent with thoſe heavenly 
> Precepts, to which my Mind aſlents ? 


I would tell you the Story of my 


Ruin, but every Circumſtance fills 
me with Confuſion. You know my 


Seducer, and what a Train of Arti- 
fices he has employed to compleat it: 
You, Madam, gave me many gentle 


* Admonitions; but I was too ſecure 


in my own Reſolution, and that 


b diſguiſe of Honour, which the falſe 


Sebaſtian always avow'd, and never 
with more Aſſurance, than when his 

Flattery betray d me into this Infamy. 
Time and Place, the Evening 
Gloom and verdant Shade, every 
Circumſtance conſpird to my un- 
doing. The whiſpering Gales, the 
falling Fountains, the green Retreats 
and flow'ry Scenes, heighten'd the 
ſoft 
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ſoft Temptation: All Nature ſeem d 
to ſooth the tender Paſſion, and gave 
my charming Seducer new Advantages, 
his Form, his Aſpect acquir'd unuſual 
Graces, and his Language was all 
Enchantment. 


3 Ino! bis charming Tongue 
Was but too well acquainted with my Weakneſs. 
He talk'd of Love, and all my melting Heart 
Difſotv'd within my Breaſt. 


OTwWar. 


Whither is my Imagination wan- 
dering 2 Ye Powers of Chaſtity aſſiſt 
me! blot this guilty Scene for ever 
from my Soul ! Let the Remembrance 
of theſe criminal Delights no more 
return ! Let them be loſt in Darkneſs 
and long Oblivion ! Let me be 
entertain d with more pure and laſting 
Joys, in ſome humble Retreat, far 
from the Noiſe and thoughtleſs A- 
muſements of the World! I ask not 
princely 
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] 1 princely Bowets, or artful Walks; let 
eme pals my Houts in ſome unfre- 
quented Shade, where the Images of _ 
Vanity and Sin may never enter ! 
Oh celeſtial Life! How do theſe 
peaceful Scenes ſooth and flatter my 
Soul! through what enchanting Paths 
does my Imagination ſtray ! Ye vain 
3 Grandeurs of the World adieu! Adieu 
ye idle Amuſements and fantaſtick 
3 Pleaſures! What Shadows do you 
now appear! How unſubſtantial to 
theſe ſerious Proſpects of Bliſs! Let 
me dwell unmoleſted here! Let me 
t loſe the Remembrance of this buſy 
r World, and hear no more of its 
diſtracting Follies ! Here let me attend 


e X 

e the happy Period, that ſhall untie the 
3 Bands of Life! and then, 

g Let ſome fair Spirit, form d alone for Love, 
ft 3 That's happy in its full Enjoyment, 

- = Tune the celeſtial Lute, and gently ſing 
1 | ARcquicm zo my Soul, call out my Life 

3 Vas 9 Ey 
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By the ſiveet Pow'rs of heav'nly Harmony 

M hile on a roſy Couch I reſt my Head, 
And in the Languiſhments of Love divine 

Reſign my Breath, and wake in endleſs Foy, 


In the height of Diſtraction, I 


{ubſcribe, 


MADAM, 


Tours, &c. 
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000 muſt excuſe me, my 
ry We Lord, if I ſhould not yield 
to the conviction of your 
Railery, nor damn my 


ſelf in meer good Manners and Cere- 


mony. I muſt confeſs never was a 
bad Cauſe defended with more Wit 
and Vivacity; bur I dare not venture 
on Eternal Mifery, in the Gaity of my 
Heart, nor give up my hopes of Sal- 
vation for a Teſt. 

Nor can you blame me, my Lord, 
for being ſerious in Things which to 
my Approbation are the greateſt Re- 


alities, tho ro your politer Imagina- 


tion 
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tion they may appear but Dreams and 
Chimeras : Till I can change my 
Opinion I ſhould act unreaſonably, to 
deſiſt from my Purſuit of what I think 
the nobleſt End of human Actions. 
As for your Objection againſt my 
Scheme, that tis a Happineſs future 


and uncertain ; yours, my Lord, has 


the ſame Diſadvantage. 

Is there any Mortal that thinks him- 
ſelt happy in any preſent Enjoyment? 
Some unealy Circumſtance or other 
mingles itſelf with all Sublunary Bliſs ; 
tis (till ſome future Expectation that 
engages the Mind. To morrow's Al- 
{1gnation with a jovial Friend or 
Miſtreſs depends on fo precarious a 
thing as Life, which Thouſands before 
another riſing Sun muſt reſign, and 
yours perhaps may be among the deſtin d 
Number; and in that very Moment 
your Expectations periſh, and prove 
as viſionary, as the celeſtial Pleaſures 
and divine Entertainments, that you 
turn into Ridicule. | 


On 


CTY 5 P 


* 


Py 


yz * ED wo 


— (A 89 Off — nies f) wo — 


Moral and Entertaining. 51 
On your Scheme 'tis but a breath 
betwixt a Man, a reaſonable Being, 


the Lord of the Creation; and a clod 
of Earth, a Shadow, a meer Nothing. 


I the Machine ſhould keep in a pro- 
1 25 Situation to drink, to ſing, to 


augh and dance; a thouſand other 


, Chances may {tart up to diſappoint the 


promis d Joy; which if you reach, 


Fruition it ſelf will deceive your Hopes, 


and leave you nothing but Anxiety 
I and Remorſe. 


This is what can never happen to 


me, tho' all my bright. Expectations 


1 ſhould prove a Fiction; as ſoon as I 


reach the fatal Period I ſhall be paſt Re- 


flection; my gawdy Hopes and Being 
will end at once, and leave me for 
ever inſenſible of my Loſs: In the 
mean time as long as the Dream of 


0 


Life laſts, the very Proſpect of bound- 
© leſs and immortal Pleaſures mult give 


the Mind a greater Satisfaction in meer 
Speculation, than all thoſe fleeting im- 
E 2 | perfect 


1 1 Þ8 


perfect Enjoyments, whoſe Fallacy you 
every Moment diſcover. 


Let my Plan of Happineſs be ever 
ſo viſionary, tis noble; let it be in- 
vented by the Craft of Prieſts, or Po- 
liticians, tis ſuperior to all the Luxury, 
by which the greateſt Libertine ever 
propos d to gratify his Deſires. 

Riches and Grandeur, Wine and 
Mirth, Muſick and Beauty are the 
height of your Wiſhes; but all theſe 
cither fatigue the Mind with Anxiety, 
or languiſh, or ſleep on the Senſes. 
You have often own'd to me, that a 
Series of theſe Enjoyments has left you 
nothing but Vanity and Vexation ; and 
have in your reaſonable Interyals con- 
feſs d, that theſe are no more than ſpe- 
cious Names, and Shadows of ſome 
Original Good, that the Mind thro 
every Diſguiſe purſues. 3 

This is the Supream Excellence 
after which my Soul aſpires; if tis 
imaginary, the Mind muſt yet be en- 
larg d, by graſping at the Enjoyment 
| of 
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of infinite Happineſs : For I dare con- 
fels my End is the ſame with yours, 
'tis Pleaſure we both purſue; and as 
at preſent it conſiſts chiefly in Expect- 
ation, mine muſt ſurpaſs yours by the 
Proportion of its Object. 

You have ſet your Night for the 
Opera, to hear Fauſtina {ing ; I expect 
the Period, when the Curtain of Mor- 
tality ſhall be drawn, and the Scenes of 
eternal Glories open, and Angels ſo- 
lace me with celeſtial Harmony. 

The flowery Spring returns to Love, 
and your ſoft Retirement in one of 
the faireſt Seats in England, entertains 
you ; while my Imagination wanders 
thro' the heavenly Paradiſe, and recre- 
ates it ſelf by bliſsful Streams, among 
the Trees of Life. 

You attend the happy Period, that 
after long Impatience ſhall give the 
charming Zephalinda to your Vows ; 
while a diviner Flame animates my 
Soul, in the ſearch of infinite Per- 
fection. 

E 3 


But 
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But tell me whence this wond'rous Flame began, 
Ze Angels, who behold the Face of God. 

T call the Worms, my Brethren, and confeſs, 
Corruption is my Father, yet high as yours, 

My Wiſhes riſe ;, the ſame divine Ambition, 
The ſame bright Object kindles my Deſires. 

O lovlier than the faireſt of thy Works 4 
Nothing below thy ſelf, great as thou art, 
Exalted and ſupream not hing below 
T hy ſelf can ever fix my reſtleſs Thought. 

Theſe Faculties were made alone for thee, 

Or I had never rais'd a Wiſh ſo high. 

Nec eſſity of Nature leads me on; 

My Reaſon has ne Theme, my Life no End 
Love, the ſuperior Paſ/ion of my Soul, 

Finds nothing equal to its Dignity. 

Crive all the Sun goes round, to thoſe that ſeek 
A Happineſs, beneath the Sovereign Good. 
Ove gentle Look, one heav'nly Smile of thine, 
Has blotted ev'ry Charm from Nature's Face, 
And faded all the Glory of the World, 

hy doſt thou bid me liſten to the Voice 

Of Nature, in her juft melodious Round? 

I by doft thou bid me trace the flow'ry Fields, 

T he Spring's gay Verdure,or with wand ring Eyes, 
Survey 
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Survey the Circle of the Firmament? 

What is there lovely on the ſpacious Earth, 

Or in th #therial Round compar'd to thee © 

Compar'd to thee the Stars can boaſt no Light, 

The Sun it ſelf in modeſt Clouds conccald, 

Pays Homage to the great eternal Spring 

Of ſacred Life, and uncreated Light. 
Wuhate'er at utmoſt flretch the Mind of Ma» 

Can form, in its unbounded Range of Thought, 

Of bright, or fair, or juſtly regular, 

When Fancy launches out to Worlds unknown, 

And paints beyoud, created Beauty Fair, 

Still thou art fairer, and more perfet ſtill. 


I know my Lord you will pardon 
this poetical Excurſion, ſince I have 
been led to it by your Example. 

I need not make an Apology tor 
continuing to inſult you with my Pri- 
vileges, 3 have no Deſign in it 
but what is abſtractly Amr and 
charitable. A Place of Truſt or Ho- 
nour employs your Thoughts, and 
calls for your perpetual dance. 
and when you think your ſelf ſecure of 
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the gawdy Trifle, your Pretenſions 
may be loſt by a momentary Caprice: 
But my Expectations run higher than 
any Dignity this World can boaſt; 
tis a celeſtial Crown and Kingdom 
that fires my Ambition; Iam in Pur- 
ſuit of infinite Honours, and graſp 
the Glories of Immortality. 

'You ſee, my Lord, in every Reſpect, 
even in Love and Glory, I have the Ad- 
vantage of you. Suppole uy Pre- 
tenſions as viſionary as you will, no- 
thing can be more exalted, than ſuch 
a Notion of Happineſs: Tis endleſs 
and compleat, unclouded with Pain 
or Sorrow; whereas you can never 
boaſt of being perfectly at Eaſe, nor 
to taſt Pleaſure unmingled with many 
mortifying Evils; in your gayeſt Flights, 
you cannot flatter your ſelf with ſuch 
Views. eli; 

But this Proſpect is all peaceful and 
ſerene, not a Moment's Anxiety ſhall 
riſe, to break the Series of eternal Joy. 
Whatever holy Cheat laid the Plan, tis 

no 
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no Diſhonour to be thus deluded. Let 
Poets, Prieſts or Politicians be the In- 
ventors, a thouſand times bleſt be the 
happy Genius, , that provided this Re- 
lief ro ſoften the Chagrin of mortal 
Life; when tir'd and ſick of all mortal 
Vanities, the Mind repoſes it ſelf in 
fragrant Bowers, ſports on flowery 
Lawns, and wanders thro' Elyſian 
Groves; when the raptur'd Fancy 
drinks at the Fountains of Life, and 
baths in Rivers of immortal Pleaſure ! 

Dearh, the gloomy Period of all 
your Hopes, in the Heigth of your 
Luxury, and moſt jovial Entertain- 
ments inſults your Imagination, with 
his horrid Aſpect: But this ghaſtly 
Phantom, this univerſal Terrour, 
brightens into a Smile and in an Angel's 
Form beckons me away to endleſs 
Reſt: That untry'd Gulph that you 
expect will at once ſwallow up your 
Joys and your Exiſtence, appears to 
me a Paſlage to undecaying Life and 


Pleaſure. 
And 
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And let it ſtill be granted that my 
Expectation of future Bliſs proves a 
Fiction, and Chriſtianity a meer De- 
luſion, I ſhall be inſenſible of Remorſe 
or Shame for my Credulity; and ſhall 
lie down as gloriouſly with the Clods 
of the Valley, and ſleep as ſweetly in 
my primitive Duſt as your Lordſhip. 

But oh! ſhould the Objects of the 
Chriſtian Faith prove true, what a wild 
Hazard do you run? What Limits will 
your Confuſion find? Your Shame 
will be as laſtingas your Miſery. You 
will reproach your ſelf for ever, and 
be expos d to the Deriſion of the wretch- 
ed Society to which you are join d. II 
ny a rien plus reel que cela, ny de plus ter- 
rible faiſons tant que nous voudrons les 
braves. 

I have, you find, obey'd your Com- 
mands and ſent you my Thoughts on 
this Subject, to convince your Lord- 
thip how much I am, 


Your devoted humble Servant 
EVANDER. 


L E T- 
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LETTER VII. 


_—_— — 


From HER MINIUS to his Siſter, ac- 
quainting her with the happy Effetts 
of his Paſſion for CLEORA. 


My dear SISTER, 


ls wich great Pleaſure I obey 
TI your Command, in lettin 
you know the Diſpoſition of 
my Heart to the charming 
Cleora. To one whoſe Thoughts were 
leſs refin'd than yours, my Diſcourſe 
would be incredible; but you are a 
fort of Platonick, and may perhaps 
approve the Effects of a generous Paſ- 
ſion, and give Credit to the Reforma- 
tion it has made in my Life. 


You 
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You will forgive me, Madam, for 
being once in the right, when 1 have 
diſſented from you, ſince tis the only 
Inſtance I have to boaſt of : Had I 
been govern'd by your Advice, and 
fled the fair Cleora, inſtead of conver- 
ſing with her, I might have been anun- 
reform'd Libertine : But ſhe ſet Virtue 
in my View with its molt charming 
Advantages, I ſaw an Angel in her 
Form, and heard celeſtial Muſick in 
her Voice; ſhe was the Meſſenger of the 
Skies to convert me, I own'd the Cre- 
dentials, and yielded to the heavenly 
Inſpiration. 

You know, my dear Siſter, that 
her dawning Beauty had made an Im- 
preſſion on my Heart before I went 
to travel. 


watch'd the early Glories of her Eyes, 
As Men for Daybreak watch the Eaſtern Skies. 


DRVYDEN. 


I left England with the flattering Hopes 
of finding her free at my Return, and 
8 with 
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with a full Intention to make my Ad- 
dreſſes to her. While I ſtay d at Rome, 
that Imperial Seat of Vice, the only 
looſe Amour I had, was with a beau- 
tiful Italian, who ſomething reſembled 
the matchleſs Cleora, who was ſtill the 
Miſtreſs of my reaſonable Affections. 

But how great was the anguiſh of my 
Soul, when after all my gay Expecta- 
tions, the firſt News that ſurpriz d me 
at my Return was, that ſhe was juſt 
married to Philaret ? the Man that of 
all the World 1 would not have hated, 
or injur d: A Man that had every 
amiable Quality, and was the Pride 
and Joy of all his Acquaintance : Nor 
could I forget fome former Obligations 
his popular Intereſt had laid on me. 
In this Exigence I reſolv d to diſpenſe 
with the Ceremony of paying my 
Compliments to him, that I might a- 
void the Sight of his lovely Bride; nor 
did I frequent any publick Place where 
I was likely to meet her. 


But 
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But at laſt the fatal Interview came, 
and in the Drawing-Room, ſparkling 
as an Angel, I ſaw the lovely Creature. 
From this Moment I became an Apoſtate 
to Virtue, and ſecretly renouncing all 
the Ties of Truth and Honour, re- 
ſolv d with great Deliberation to be a 
Villain. This noble Deſign was the 
Subject of my retit d Contemplations. 
With what wild, what impious Soli- 
loquies, have I whiſper d to the Groves 
and Streams! wiſhing the Laws of 
Heaven cancell'd, and the State of Na- 
ture, in the Fiction of a Golden Age 
real. Theſe ſenſeleſs Lines have often 
expreſs d my infamous Raptures. 

O Stecle plus heureux mille fois pour les Hommes, 
Nie le Siecle dur ou nous ſommes / 

Non parce que la Terre in cet Age par fait 
Donnoit tous les Fruits ſans Culture, 


Que les Fleudes eftoient de Lait, 

ue le Meil duns nous Bois couloit ſur la Verdure. 
| | (Ames, 

Mais parce que l' Honneur, ce Tyran des nos 
Cette trompeuſe Idol, & ce Phantome vain, 

Ne avoit ſur les Cours une Pouwoir ſouverain, 


Et ne S'oppoſoit pas aus amoreuſes Flames. 
ſuch 
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Such were my ſecret Extravagancies, the 
Entertainments of my ſolitary Walks: 
Bur in the Height of my Folly Heaven 
did not entirely abandon me. 

I took all handſome Opportunities 
to follow and converſe with the fair 
Cleora, a Favour ſhe never refus'd me, 
if ſhe had, I ſhould have entertain'd 
more Hopes, than from the manner 
in which ſhe treated me. I attended her 
Coach, her Chair, haunted her at pub- 
lick Places, ogled, ſtar d, figh'd, and 
practis d all the modern Fopperies of 
Love, which ſhe never thought it worth 
her while to obſerve; and to my great 
Mortification, I found I neither pleas d, 
nor moleſted her. All my dumb Elo- 
quence and mute Addreſs was loſt on her; 
ſhe minded it no more, nor, perhaps, 
ſo much as ſhe would the Frolicks of a 
Monkey. I might give my ſelf what 
Poſtures and Airs I chought moſt be- 
coming, and act the indolent, or lan- 
guiſhing Lover, without Interruption; 
ſhe Jook'd as if ſhe had no manner of 

Ap- 
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Apprehenſion what I was doing, or 

what I intended. My Breath had been 

as well employ'd, in talking of Darts 
and Flames, to the Plants and Trees ; 
the Jargon was ſo perfectly unintelligi- 
ble to her, that ſhe either an{wer'd no- 
| thing to the Purpoſe, or turn'd the 
| Diſcourſe ro ſome grave moral Sub- 

ject. | 
| And as ſhe had the fineſt Turn of 
Wit, and the moſt graceful Manner of 
Speaking in the World, every Thing 
ſhe ſaid made an Impreſſion on my 
Soul: Every Vice on which ſhe ſer a 
| Mark of Intamy, though ever ſo mo- 
al diſh, loft its Credit with me; and e- 
1 very Virtue, tho ever fo ſevere, ſeem'd |? 
1 practicable with her Applauſe. | 
6 The Manner in which ſhe treated 
my Paſſion, ſet me in a very ridiceu- 
R lous Light to my ſelf. The Vanity 
appear d unpardonable, that inſpir d. 
i me with the Hopes of rivalling the 
Tl happy Man, to whom, in the Sight of 
[| Heaven, with her Vows ſhe had ſin- 
FC cerely 
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cerely given her Eſteem and tendereſt 
Affections. Whatever Regard was due 
to ſuch ung Merit as Philarer's, 
ſhe gave him: Nothing could be more 
ſoft and engaging than her whole Be- 
haviour to him. Her Modeſty was 
unaffected, Truth and Juſtice appear d 
in all her Actions: In the gayeſt Bloom 
of Youth, and Triumph of Beauty, 
ſhe practis d the ſtricteſt Rules of Piety. 
This, join'd to the moſt gentle Diſpo- 
ſition, and a Genius turn'd to every 
Thing that was beautiful and polite, 
makes her one of the brighteſt Cha- 
raters of the Age. 

A thouſand Times bleſt be the hea- 
venly Power that kept me back from 
the Ruin I courted, and by the Exam- 
ple and Converſation of this lovely 
Woman, made me a Proſelyte to Vir- 
tue, and guided me to a rational and 
laſting Happineſs ! 

Bur, my dear Siſter, this fortunate 
Event ſhall not encourage me to con- 
temn your Advice on any future Oc- 
: caſion; 


66 I. BIT FRN 


caſion; and in this Inſtance 1 know 
you will forgive 


Madam, 


Tour moſi obedient humble Servant, 
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reren em 


From BELLAMOUR fo CARLOS; 
relating the Story of his Love to 
ALMEDA. 


Am glad to find you ſo ef- 
tirely ſatisfied, ſo compleatly 
bleſsd amidſt the Noiſe and 
Amuſements of the Town. 
I congratulate your Enjoyment of Aſ- 
ſemblies, Opetas and Maſquerades. 
But all your boaſted Pleaſures can't 


raiſe my Envy at preſent, nor tempt 


me back from the Country. 
My Mind is in ſuch a fantaſtick 

Diſpoſition, that I find more Sarif- 

faction in talking to Trees, Streams, 
at, es F 2 and 
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and Ecchoes, than to reaſonable Crea- 
tures. I converſe frequently with a 
Row of Willows, that grow on the 
Banks of a neighbouring River, and 
have often call'd them to witneſs, what 
they neither hear, nor underſtand. 
The Streams are often ſwelld with 
my Tears, without ever riſing to a 
Deluge; and the Rocks melted at my 
Complaints, without loſing one Atom 
of their Bulk. | 
But while I laugh at myſelf, I ſhall 
calily forgive you, if you ſhould take 
the ſame liberty, and enter into the 
Ridicule of my Character: You are 
a Lover yourſelf of the modern jovial 
kind, quite the Reverſe of the ſolemn 
antiquated Form of Paſtor Fido, Don 
Quixote, and your humble Servant. 
All this Railery is forc'd, and only |: 
us'd in Policy, that I may tell my 
Story with a good Grace to a Man 
of your Gaiety. 3 
You know how the young Elviza | 
was left to my Father's Care by her 


Mother, 


* 
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Mother, and by a Contract between 
both our Parents, was from her Child- 
hood deſignd a Wife for me; but 
neither her Beauty nor vaſt Fortune 
have had the leaſt Influence on me to 
make any Addreſſes to her. I have 
convers d with her with great in- 
difference, and thought 1 had reaſon 
to believe ſhe had the ſame for me. 
But my Father, in order to make good 
his Engagements, when he was on his 
Death- bed, deſir d me to promiſe him, 
with the greateſt Solemnity to marry 
her; as he had been the beſt of Pa- 
rents, I promisd him without any 
Reluctance, on condition Elviza did 
not refuſe me, of which I had ſome 
ſecret hopes : However, as I then had 
no other Inclination, I was in no 
manner of care whether ſhe accepted, 
or refuſed me. | 

Bur when I was laſt in Town, and 


walking in the Mall, I met one of 
the moſt agreeable Women J ever ſaw; 


She was tall, and exactly ſhap'd, her 
= 'E Is Eyes 
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| Eyes large and fine, with ſomething 
ſoft and penſive in her Air, ſomething 
of Thought, of Wit, of Significancy 
which I can't expreſs. Whether I then 
met my Fellow Mind, that had been 
pair'd for me by Deſtiny ; or whether 
in ſome pre- exiſtent State we had been 
acquainted, I know not, bur I flatter'd 
myſelf the obſerv'd me without Con- 
tempt. I ſpent my time in following, 
or endeavouring to meet her, and at 
laſt had made myſelf ſo remarkable, 
that ſhe ſeem'd to think herſelf oblig'd 
to avoid me. As far as I could, with- 
out being ridiculous by my Curioſity, 
I enquir'd after her, but left the Walks 
uninform'd who ſhe was. I was in a 
Day or two forc'd to go into the 
Country, where I was detain'd for ſome 
Months, endeavouring in vain to for- 
ger the fair Stranger I had ſeen. ; 
In this Temper I was taking a ſoli- 
tary Ramble from my own Seat, till 1 
came to the Entrance of a Wood that 
was near the Earl of F***#'s Park: 


here 
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here I found, ſurprizing as a heavenly 
Viſion, the lovely Form that had 
charm'd me, fitting with a Milton in 
her Hand, which ſhe was reading with 
ſuch Attention, that I ſpoke to her 
before ſhe ſaw me. She immediatel 

withdrew into the Park, but I ol 
low'd her, and told her the Happineſs 
of my Life depended on her Attention, 
which in the moſt modeſt manner ſhe 
at laſt granted, and heard the ſoft 
Relation. That little Succeſs gave 
me ſuch Hopes, that I purſued the 
Affair on every Opportunity I could 
prevail with her to give me: For as 
my Fortune and Rank were ſuperior 
to her's, which was only dependant, 
ſhe ated with great Caution, and 
convinc'd me that ſhe poſſeſs d all that 
true Grandeur of Mind, that conſcious 
Virtue inſpires. Her Wir, the ele- 
gance of her Behaviour, with a thou- 
{and Graces that attended her whole 
Conduct, ſecur'd her Conqueſt, and 
confin'd all my hopes of carthly 


F 4 Hap- 


as LE Bi Rich 


Happineſs to the poſſeſſion of the 
charming Maid : Nor did I fear the 
leaſt Obſtacle to my Wiſhes, for I 
had told her my Engagement to my 
Father, and the full certainty I had 
(as indeed I thought) of Elviza's 
Retuſal.* 1 

Which I now went to ask, with 
a perfect aſſurance that I ſhould re- 
ceive it. Her Coldneſs did not ſeem 
to have the Air of Affectation, 
but rather the effect of a ſecret 
Averſion. I look d on my {elf as a 
ſort of Incumbrance entail'd on her 
by her Anceſtors, of which ſhe would 
be joyfully freed, and in the Gaiety 
of my Heart- made her an offer of 
my Perſon, ſuch as it was, without 
the leaſt Expectation of being accepted; 
as I was to my unſpeakable Confuſion : 
She perceived my Diſappointment with 
a modeſt, but tender Concern, and 
put me into a Diſorder that I could 
not eaſily recover. 


I knew 
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I knew my Love to the beautiful 
Almeda was a Secret to every body 


but ourſelves, and if ic had been 


known, I would do Elvixa the juſtice 
to conſeſs, there was a ſweetneſs in her 
Temper almoſt incapable of Malice : 
However, I durſt not diſcover the 
Affair without Almeda's Conſent; to 
whom I went in the Height of my 
Diſtreſs, to let her know the Diſap- 
1 She grew pale at the re- 
ation, ſunk into my Arms, and only 
ſpoke with Tears; but ſoon left me, 
without letting me know her Reſo- 
lutions, till within a few Hours J re- 
ceiv'd the enclos'd. 


To BELLAM OUR, 
71 Beg you to forget, and never think of 
ſeeing me again, nor let any thing 
tempt you to violate your Engagement to 
a dying Father. It would be barbarous 
in you to abandon the fair Elviza, who 
was an Orphan caſt on the Protection of 
your Family. Do not entertain one anxious 
Thought 
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Thought for me: Twas the care of Providence 
when I was unknown to you, and that 
will be my Refuge in all future Diſtreſs. 
Adien for ever. 

ALMEDA. 


I am juſt going to diſcover our 
mutual Paſſion to Elviza, and to ſhew 
her this Letter, in hopes that Com- 
paſſion will prevail with her to re- 
fuſe me; and can't but flatter myſelf 
with Succeſs, from the gentleneſs of 
her Diſpoſition. I am in all the 
changes of Fortune, 


My dear CARLOS, 


Sincerely yours, 


BELLAMOUR, 


LEY. 
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To PHILARI o, from the Duke of K* x. 
Written on his Death-bed. 


eras EFORE you receive this, 
16]: 9 my final State will be de- 
Ot termin'd by the Judge of 
all the Earth; in a few 
Days at moſt, perhaps in a few 
Hours, the inevitable Sentence will be 
paſt, that ſhall raiſe me to the Heights 
of Happineſs, or ſink me to the 
Depths of Miſery. While you read 
theſe Lines, I ſhall be cither groaning 
under the Agonies of abſolute Deſpair, 
or triumphing in Fulneſs of Joy. 

Tis impoſſible for me to expreſs 
the preſent Diſpoſition of my Soul, 
"= 


» 
* 
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the vaſt Uncertainty I am ſtruggling 
with; no Words can paint the Force 
and Vivacity of my Apprehenſions : 


Every doubt wears the Face of Hor- 


ror, and would perfectly overwhelm 
me, but for ſome faint Beams of 
Hope, which dart acroſs the tre- 
mendous Gloom. What Tongue can 
utter the Anguith of a Soul ſuſpended 
between the Extreams of infinite Joy, 
or eternal Miſery ? I am throwing 
my laſt Stake for Eternity, and 
tremble and ſhudder for the impor- 


tant Event. 


Good God! how have I employed 
my ſelf! what Enchantment has held 
me! in what Delirium has my Life 
been paſt! what have I been doing ! 
while the Sun in its Race, and the 


| Stars<1n their Courſes, have lent their 


Beams, perhaps, only to light me to 
Perdition. 

I never wak'd till now. I have 
but juſt commenc'd the Dignity of 
a rational Being: Till this Inſtant I 


had 
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had a wrong Apprehenſion of every 
thing in nature; I have purſued Sha- 
dows, entertain'd my ſelf with Dreams; 
I have been treaſuring up Duſt, and 
ſporting myſelf with the Wind. I 
look back on my paſt Life, and but 
for ſome Memorials of Infamy and 
Guilt, tis all a Blank, a perfect Va- 
cancy. I might have graz'd with the 
Beaſts of the Field, or ſung with the 
winged Inhabitants in the Woods, to 
Wucht better purpoſe, than any for 
which I have livd: And oh! bur 
for ſome faint Hope, a thouſand times 
more bleſt had I been to have ſlept 
with the Clods of the Valley, and 
never heard the Almighty Hat, nor 
wak'd into Life at his Command! 

I never had a juſt Apprehenſion of 
the Solemnity of the Part I am to act 
"ill now. I have often met Death 
inſulting on the hoſtile Plain, and 
with a ſtupid Boaſt defy'd his Terrors, 
with a Courage as brutal as that of 
the warlike Horſe, I have ruſh'd into 
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the Battle, langh'd at the glittering 
Spear, and rejoic'd at the ſound dt 
the Trumpet; nor had a Thought 
of any State beyond the Grave, nor 
the great Tribunal, to which I muſt 
have been ſummon d; 


N pere all my ſecret Guilt had been reveal'd, 
Nor the minuteſt Circumſtance couceal d. 


"Tis this which arms Death with all 
its Terrors; elſe I could ſtill mock at 
Fear, and {mile in the Face of the 
gloomy Monarch. Tis not giving 
up my Breath, tis not being for ever 
inſenſible, is the Thought at which I 
ſhrink ; tis the terrible Hereafter, the 
Something beyond the Grave at which 
I recoil. Thoſe great Realities, which 
in the Hours of Mirth and Vanity I 
have treated as Phantoms, as the idle 
Dreams of ſuperſtitious Brains ; theſe 


ſtart forth, and dare me now in their 


moſt terrible Demonſtration. My a- 
waken'd Conſcience feels ſomething 


of 
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of that eternal Vengeance, I have often 


defy'd. 

To what Heights of Madnels is it 
poſſible for human Nature to reach? 
What Extravagance is it to jeſt with 
Death! to laugh at Damnation! to 
ſport with eternal Chains, and re- 
create a jovial Fancy with the Scenes 
of infernal Miſery 

Were there no Impiety in this kind 
of Mirth, it would be as ill-bred as 
to entertain a dying Friend with the 
ſight of an Harlequin, or the Re- 
hearſal of a Farce. Every thing in 
Nature ſeems to reproach this Levity 
in human Creatures: The whole 
Creation but Man is ſerious; Man 
who has the higheſt Reaſon to be ſo, 
while he has Affairs of infinite Con- 
ſequence depending on his ſhort un- 
certain Duration. A condemn'd 
Wretch may with as good a Grace 
go dancing to his Execution, as the 
greateſt Part of Mankind go on with 

N i ſuch 
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ſuch a thoughtlels Gaiety to their 
Graves. rs, 

Oh my Philario! with what Hor- 
ror do I recall thoſe Hours of Vanity 
we have waſted together 2 Return ye 
loſt neglected Moments! how ſhould 
I prize you above the Eaſtern Trea- 
ſures ! - Let me dwell with Hermits, 
let me reſt on the cold Earth, let me 
converſe in Cottages; may I bur 
once more ſtand a Candidate for an 
immortal Crown, and have my Pro- 
bation for celeſtial Happineſs : 

Ye vain Grandeurs of a Court 
ye ſounding Titles! and periſhing 
Riches! what do ye now fignify ? 
what Conſolation, what Relief can ye 
give me? 2 S 

I have had a ſplendid Paſſage to 
the Grave, I die in its State, and 
languiſh under a gilded Canopy, I am 
expiring on ſoft and downy Pillows, 
and am reſpectfully attended by my 
Servants and Phyſicians: My Depen- 
dants ſigh, my Siſters weep; my 

* 
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Father bends beneath a load of Years 
and Grief; my lovely Wife, pale and 
ſilent, conceals her inward Anguith ; 
my Friend, the generous Pylades, who 
was as my own Soul, ſuppreſſes his 
Sighs, and leaves me to hide his ſe- 
cret Grief. 

But oh! which of theſe will an- 
{wer my Summons at the high Tri- 
bunal 2 which of them will bail me 


from the Arreſt of Death? who will de- 


ſcend into the dark Priſon of the Grave 
for me ? 

Here they all leave me, after ha- 
ving paid a few idle Ceremonies to 


the breathleſs Clay ; which, perhaps, - 


may lie repos d in State, while my 
Soul, my only conſcious Part, may 
ſtand trembling before my judge. 
My afflicted Friends, tis very proba- 
ble, with great Solemnity will lay the 
ſenſeleſs Corps in a ſtately Monument, 
inſcrib'd with, 
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Here lies the Great. 


But could the pale Carcaſs ſpeak, it 
would ſoon reply; 


— Falſe Marble, where ? 
Nothing but poor and ſordid Duft lies here. 
CoWLEY. 


While ſome flattering Panegyrick is 

pronounc'd at my Interment, I may 
] perhaps be hearing my juſt Condem- 
| nation at a ſuperior Tribunal; where 
an unerring Verdict may ſentence me 
to everlaſting Infamy. But I caſt my- 
ſelf on his abſolute Mercy, through 
the infinite Merits of the Redeemer of 
loſt Mankind. Adieu, my dear Phi- 
lario, till we meet in the World of 
Spirits. f 
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From CELADON to AM ASIA who 
had ſeduc d him into a criminal Love 


for her. 


000 lovely Amaſia EY 


SN 


ma have you led my heedleſs 
8 Steps? Into what Paths of 
ä Deſtruction have you {c- 
duced me? I have done an Action 
which will never bear the Reflection of 
Reaſon ; an Action, that will ſtamp an 
endleſs ſtain on my Character, and with 
which, my Conſcience loudly reproach- 
es me. 

I have ſinned againſt all the Tyes of 
Honour and Gratitude. The generous 
Man I have wrong 'd, was the Guardian 
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of my Childhood, and the Guide of 


my yet unexperienc'd Youth, I am 


end ring into the World under his Con- 
duct and Protection, he has been more 
than a Father to me; never was a Truſt 
diſcharg d with greater Tenderneſs and 
Fidelity. May Heaven return it in a 
thouſand Blelling⸗ on his Head 
Should he ever leave an Orphan, like 
me, expos d, may it meet the ſame 
Juſtice and Humanity I have found 
from him; but oh! may it never make 


ſuch a Return! Let ſuch Villany never 


ſtain his noble Race, nor leave a Ble- 
miſh on his Name! 

Theſe Thoughts bring back to my 
Memory, all his gentle Treatment; 
awake my young Affections, and melt 
me into childiſh Tears — O could 
they waſh away my Guilt, and reſtore 
me back to Virtue ! 


_ Tet PII look up. 
My Fault is paſt. But Oh ! what Form of Prayer 
Gan ſerve my JuruEvEÆx 
DOHAKESPEAR, 


Curſe 


RO rere 
* Gt „ n -e 
4 * 4 os tif p K 


2 5 2 * [ * Gy) 8 
„ a ed PE 
* 


Moral and Entertaining. 85 

Curſe on the Maxims of the World, 
and that Impropriety of Language, that 
would diſguiſe the baſeſt of Crimes, with 
the Names of Amuſement and Gallan- 
try! Let me be ſingular, let me be un- 
polite, let me be unfaſhionably good, if 
I can but keep my Peace, KA: juſtify 
my ſelf to my own Conſcience ! Let 
me inviolably obſerve the Rules of 
Truth and Juſtice, be fearleſs and open 
to the InſpeAion of God, and may 
everlaſting Reproach reſt, on all the mo- 
diſh Appellations and Refinements, that 
would foften the Horror of a baſe and 


treacherous Action ! 


Theſe were the Principles, in which 
the injur'd Altamont inſtructed me, and 
confirm'd by his own great Example. 
My Mind had been elevated by the Re- 
hearſal of heroick Actions, and a Love 
to the Publick Intereſt; by a Philoſo- 
phick Fortitade, and the Command of 
my Paſſions. Such were the Motives 
that govern'd me, till the fatal Day 
came that made you a Bride to the delu- 
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ded Altamont : From which unhappy 
Period, I may date my Apoſtacy from 


Vutue. Youtaught me ſofter Maxims, 


and perverted the noble Ardour of my 
Soul, into looſe and infamous Deſigns ; 
while you careſs d me with an open 
Freedom, which my early Years, and 
your Husband's Affection for me, too 
eaſily excus d. 

Till then I had been a Stranger to 
Love; and thoughtleſs of Danger, left my 
ſelf unguarded to all your Charms; ig- 


norant whither the growing Paſſion led, 


nor thought the Pleaſure criminal, which 
I took in your Converſation: But I was 
ſoon fofren'd into Sin, and unwarily 
took in the deadly Poiſon, while you 


indulg'd the guilty Inclination, and 


ſooth d me into Ruin. Fo 

What infernal Deluſion perverted 
your Judgment, when you prefer d me 
to the Man, to whom you had given 
your Vows ? The vaineſt of all your Sex 
might have limited her Ambition with 
ſuch a Conqueſt. If the moſt agree- 


able 
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able Perſon, the beſt Temper, join d 
with unblemiſh'd Equity to Man, and 
Piety to God, ever claim'd Eſteem, he 
might juſtly challenge ir, from all thar 
knew him. 

But he had a Right to your Affecti- 
on, by a thouſand tender Engagements, 
and by his entire Confidence in your 
Fidelity; not from any Credulity of 
Temper, but from his own innate Ho- 
nour, and a Soul incapable of Trea- 
chery or Diſtraſt. With an Artifice, 
which only Hell could teach, you have 
ſecur'd the Eſteem of a Man, who in 
all Things elſe acts with the greateſt 


Judgment and Penetration. 


*Twas the Diſguiſe I ſaw you prac- 
tiſe, that recall'd me back to Truth 
and Honour; in your Crime, 1 per- 
ceiv'd my own Guilt, and abhorrd 
the monſtrous Part I had been acting. 
While he, my Guardian, my Protec- 
tor, had been fatiguing himſelf with 
Cares and Journeys, to Gore me from 
Wrongs and Injuſtice, I in his own 

G 4 Houle 


88 Loi FT E Rus. 


Houſe prov'd a Traytor to his Ho- 
nour, and invaded the moſt ſacred 
Rights of his Affection. O that he 
would appear to my View an Enemy, 
a Villain, any Thing but a Friend and 
Benefactor ! Theſe Titles confound and 
pierce my Soul with the moſt exquiſite 
Torments. | 

The Fever from which I am juſt re- 
cover'd, was not half fo threatning to 
my Life, as the Expreſſions of his 
Kindneſs. When with the Tenderneſs 
of a Father, and the Benignity of a 
Friend, he watch'd my languiſhing In- 
tervals, and diſcover'd the moſt affecti- 
onate Concern for my Life. How ex- 
quiſite was my Remorſe ! Nothing but 
the Dread of eternal Vengeance, could 
have kept me from putting an End to 
that Life, for which he ſhew'd ſuch an 
unfeigned Concern, 

My Crime ſtood in all its Aggrava- 
tions before me. The ſecret Senſe of 
my Guilt, was worſe than Death or In- 
tamy ; I abhorr'd the Diſguiſe of Vir- 

rue, 
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tue, by which I deceiv'd him: No 
Conſideration, but his Happineſs, could 
have reſtrain'd me from confeſſing my 
Villainy, and giving my ſelf up to his 
juſt Reproaches and Vengeance. I 
could have ſmil'd on Death, and wel- 
com'd the fatal Stroke from his Hand, 
could that have been an Expiation for 
my Guilt. 

But I had my Peace to make with 
Heaven, and found another ſort of Ex- 


piation neceſſary, to ſecure me from di- 


vine Vengeance: So that as much as 
I was tired with Life, Death was no 
Refuge, nor could I fly to the Grave 
as a Sanctuary. Yet as ſoon as ever 
my Health permits, I am fully deter- 
min d to make my (elf an Exile from 
my native Country, and fly the Sight 
of my injur'd Friend for ever. But 


Where ſball I find Refuge? 
No barb'rous Nation will receive a Guilt 
So much tranſcending theirs ;, but arive me out. 
The wildeft Beaſts will hunt me from their Dens, 
Aud Birds of Prey moleſt me in the Grave. 
1 
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I dare not ſee you, Madam, to take 
a laſt Farewel. You have Beauty, and 
I am human; and aftet᷑ theſe Convic- 
tions, ſhould the dangerous Flame a- 
ain kindle, I muſt ſin away all Hopes 
of Forgiveneſs from God or Man. Make , 
what Reparation you can to the beſt | 
of Husbands by your future Conduct. 
'Tis the Jaſt Advice you will receive | 
from T 
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To my Lord ***, from a Stateſman. 
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My Lo Rp, 
oo UR Commands are very o- 
bliging in giving me an Op- 
portunity to be impertinent, 
by entering into a Detail of 
my ſolitary Amuſements, in this abſolute 
Retreat, from all the polite and agreeable 
Part of Socicty. Tis well I have your 
gracious Indulgence to talk of my ſelf, 
and be the Hero of my own Ro- 
mance z for without Vanity I'meet no- 
thing here more conſiderable, nor is it 
without Juſtice, that I claim the Privi- 
lege of perſonating the ſuperior Part in 
tae Dramma. 


Indeed 


9» EBT 


Indeed I was never more ſenſible of 
my own Dignity ; abſtra& from Bu- 
ſineſs or Diverſion, my Mind retires 
within it ſelf, where it finds Treaſures 
till now undiſcover'd, Capacities form'a 
for infinite Objects, Deſires that ſtretch 
themſelves beyond the Limits of this 
wide Creation, in ſearch of the great 
Original of Life and Pleaſure : I find 
new Powers exerting their Energy, ſome 
latent Exerciſes, which till now, I have 
been a Stranger to. I have, indeed, heard 
from the Men, who teach ſuch holy 
Fables, (as I then thought them) that 
the Sou] was immortal, and capable of 
celeſtial Joys: Bur I rather wiſh'd, than 
believ'd, theſe tranſporting Truths, and 
put them on a Level with the Poets 
Roſy Bowers, their Myrtle Shades, and 
ſoft Elyfian Fields; but now I am con- 
vinc'd of their Evidence, and triumph 
in the Privileges of my own Being. I 
rejoice to think that the Moment I be- 
gun to exiſt, I enter'd on an eternal 
State, and commenc'd a Duration, that 
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ſhall run parallel, to that of the ſupreme 
and ſelf-exiſtent Mind. 

This Proſpect animates me with a 
divine Ambition, and caſts a Reproach 
on all created Glory; the World va- 
niſhes, its Charms and ſoft Allurements 
are no more; a Veil is caſt on mortal 
Beauty ; the Spell is broken, the En- 
chantment diſſolv d. 

You ſmile, I know, and take this 
for an imaginary Triumph, a ſort of 


cowardly Inſult, in the Abſence of an 


Enemy : You will tell me, this Con- 
tempt of Grandeur appears with an ill 
Grace, in one that has the Poſſeſſion 
of a ſplendid Poſt in the Government: 
Bur this, my Lord, is what nas given 
me a juſt Opinion of the World, and 
of my ſelf. A conſtant Series of Suc- 


ceſs and Proſperity, has convinc'd me, 


that the whole Creation cannot make 
me bleſt. My ambitious Deſigns have 


never been diſappointed; in Love, by 


a ſtrange Caprice of the Sex, I have 
been always fortunate : But whatever 
| Pleaſure 
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Pleaſure 1 purſu'd, the Enjoyment al- 
ways undeceiv'd or diſguſted me : 


Sometimes I was too wiſe, and ſome- 


times too capricious to be pleas'd. 

Why am I not at Reſt 2 Why can- 
not theſe Objects ſatisfy, or at leaſt 
delude me with a Dream of Happineſs? 
Why muſt I ſo exactly ballance the 
Weight of Evil, that mingles with eve- 
ry Good? Had I theſe reflecting Pow- 
ers to make me thus nicely miſerable? 
I am reaſoning away all the Satisfacti- 
ons of human Life, and growing wile 
to Deſparation. I can't ſo much as 
amuſe my ſelf with an airy Hope. I 
have try'd all the Vanities below the 
Sun, and there is no Novelty left to 
flatter me: I know the utmoſt that 
Beauty and Greatneſs can give, and 
am cur'd of Love and Ambition, by 
experimental Evidence. 

What a Paradiſe, what laſting Joys, 
did I promiſe my ſelf in the Poſſeſhon 
of the admir'd Aſpaſia? The yielding 
Beauty, by granting my Deſires, loſt my 
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Eſteem ; her Charms vaniſh'd, her Wit 
was Impertinence, and her Artifice diſ 
ouſted me. This put a Period to my 
Gallantries. The Women were no 
longer Angels, but meer erring Mor- 
tals, with whom I convers d on a Le- 
vel, without any Temptation to Idola- 
try. Balls and Aſſemblies, Dancing 
and Dreſs, were no longer the Subjects 
of my ſerious Application, nor the ſu- 
preme Deſign of my Being. I no lon- 
ger intereſted my ſelf in the Succeſs of 
any modiſh Entertainment: With great 
Moderation, I heard the grand Contro- 
verſy who {ung beſt, Cuzzoni, or Fau- 
ina; and I left the important Truth 
to be decided by more capable Judges. 
I yielded an implicit Aſſent to every 
well dreſt Critick, who affirm'd Mrs. 
—— was the belt Actreſs of Polly in 
the Beggar's Opera, and never betray'd 
any intemperate Zeal, or Breach of 
Charity, againſt thoſe who diſſented. I 
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Britain had a Right to judge for them- 
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knew every Beau and fine Lady in Great 
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ſelves, and, that being too poſitive, 
might endanger the publick Peace. 

But theſe ſoft Follies were only diſ- 
carded for more ſpecious Vanities. Di- 
ſtinction and Power, Titles and Equi- 
page, now employ'd my Thoughts : 
Ambition took full Poſſeſſion of my 
Soul. — I reach'd the envy'd Height, 
and made my ſelf gloriouſly miſerable. 
The Period from whence I reſolv'd to 
date my Happineſs, begun with Diſtruſt 
and Anxiety: Inſtead of Friends, I found 
my ſelf ſurrounded with Flatterers and 


mercenary Dependants. Impatient and 


fatigu'd with Crowd, I ſometimes with- 
drew to my Apartment, and in ſolitary 
Grandeur try'd, what Joys the Contem- 
plation on my Quality and Titles could 
give. The moſt Noble ! — The Right 
Honourable! Ie potent Words ! I cry d, 
Where is your Energy? — I mighty 
Sounds ! that once fir d my Soul, where is 
your accuſtomed Force? Have ye no plea- 
ſing Magick to flill the Tempeſt within © 
Ye boaſted Names of Truft and . 

auhy 


we * K , 
= . n , . 6 


Moral and Entertaining. 97 


why can ye no longer recreate my Spirits, 
nor ſolace my Moments of Leiſure and Re- 
tirement. Ir there nothing in the glitter- 
ing Coronet, this popular Toy, to divert 
me? While I am ſurrounded with the 
Pageantries of State, and ſee ſo many 
Badges of my own Dignity, why does not 
my Mind elate it ſelf, and brighten into 
Extaſy * One would think it impoſ- 
ſible to be ſplenetick, with theſe fine 
Panegyricks and elegant Dedications 
lying before me. Here I find my (elf 
a Hero, a Wit, a handſome Man, a 
Virtuoſo ; and to ſum up all, an uni- 
verlal Bleſſing to Mankind. This dar- 
ling Theme, this Catalogue of my own 
good Qualities, one would imagine 
ſhould gladden my Heart, and give me 
ſome Vivacity; and yet really, my 
Lord, as agreeable as the Subject of my 
own Merit is, it would hardly have 
kept me awake, if the Vexations of 
State had not done it. 
My late Indiſpoſition has given me 
a juſt Excuſe to withdraw from Publick 
f H Affairs. 
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Affaits. I have found a romantick 
Retreat, ſurrounded with a charmin 
Variety of Woods, open Lawns, 15 
flowery Vales, in their uncultivated 
Beauty. Here I rove unattended and 
free, with no Circumſtance of Gran- 
deur, but the Conſciouſneſs of a rea- 
ſonable and immortal Being. I have 
the Joy to find I can ſtand on my 
own Legs, and move from Place to 
Place with a ſpontaneous Motion ; 
without the Aſſiſtance of a painted 
Machine, the Prudence of my Coach- 
man, and the Vigour of my Horſes. 
I have try'd what Delights were to 
be found in Madneſs and Folly, and 
am now in purſuit of what Wiſdom 
and Philoſophy can yield. In the fair 


Creation I trace an Almighty Power, 


and fee the immenſe Divinity impreſs'd 


on all his Works. Inſpir'd with a 
charming Enthuſiaſm, I addreſs the 
oreat Spirit of Nature in theſe Soli- 
loquies. CLIO, | 
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Ye Woods arid Wilds, receive me to your Shade ! 


Theſe ſtill Retreats my Contemplation aid : 
From Mortals flying, to your chaſte Abode, 
Let me attend thinſtructive Voice of God 
He ſpeaks in all, and is in all Things found; 
I hear him, I perceive him alt around; 
In Nature's lovely and unblemiſb d Face, 
With Joy, his ſacred Lineaments I trace. 

O glorious Being ! O ſupremely fair ! 
How free, how perfect thy Productions are / 
Forgive me, while with curious Eyes T view 
Thy Works, and boldly thus thy Steps purſue: 
The ſilent Valley, and the lonely Grove 
T haunt, but Oh ! tis thee I ſeek and love. 
'Tis not the Chaunt of Birds, nor whiſpering 

| | 7 Breeze, 

But thy ſoft Voice J ſeek among the Trees: 
Invoking thee by ſilver Streams I walk, 
To thee in ſolitary Shades I talk. 
I /ſheak thy dear-lov'd Name, nor ſpeak in vain, 
Kind Eccho's long; the pleaſing Sound retain. 
Reviving Sweets the offning Flowers diſcloſe, 
Fragrant the Violet; the budding Roſe ; 
But all their balmy Sweets from thes they ſteal, 
And ſomething of thee to my Senſe reveal, 
| e H 2 Fair 
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F 
Fair look the Stars, and fair the Morning 


( Ray, 
When firſt the Fields their painted Scenes diſ- 


NA (play. 
Glorious the Sun in his Meridian Height / 
And yet, compar'd to thee, how faint the Light ! 
Ador'd Artificer ! What Skill divine. 
What Wonders in the wide Creation ſhine ! 
Order and Majeſty adorn the whole, 
Beauty and Life, and thou th inſpiring Soul. 
Whatever Grace or Harmony's expreſs'd 5 
On all thy Works, the God is there confeſs'd. 3 
But Oh ! from all thy Works how ſmall «a 
| { Part, 
To human Minds is known of what thou art ! 
Fancy gives er its Flight in Search of thee ;, 
Our Thoughts are oft in thy Immenſity. 
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The Thoughts are my own, but I am 
modeſt enough to confeſs the Cadence 
and Rhyme are borrow'd ; and as you 
are a Patron of the Muſes, I believ'd 
the Harmony would pleaſe you: But 
you are certainly over- joy d to find the 
Rapture is finiſh'd ; and that after this 
Flevyation, 
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Elevation, I am compos d enough to 


ſubſcribe my {elf 
Tour Lordſoip's 
Moſt devoted 


Humble Servant, 


PHILANDER, 
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To MyRTILLO, from a Phyſician, gi- 
wing him an Account of his fallmg in 
Lowe with a fair Stranger. 


My dear MyRTII Io, 


1 — 
7 Ix & 
© * \ \ 
\'- 4 f 2 


/ 


(S3, 


K 


tr 
Wy 
AN 
te} 
NN, 


© 


der to attend the Earl of 
ER x in his Illneſs, will 
detain me longer in the 
Country than I defign'd; nor is this 
the only Motive that has kept me 
here. Is 

I can conceal nothing of Impor- 
trance without a Breach of that Confi- 
dence J have in you, nor can I deny 
my ſelf the Pleaſure of telling the ten- 


der Story of my Gare. 
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You'll be furpriz'd that the Perſon 
who conversd in the Mall, the Play- 
houſe and Opera, with ſuch Indifte- 
rence, ſhould turn Lover in the Coun- 
try; but tis a ſerious Truth, and will 
not admit of Railery : All my earth- 
ly Happineſs is in ſuſpence, and de- 
pends on the Succels of this Paſſion. 

Nor will you cenſure me, when I 
tell you, that my Conqueror is the love- 
ly Stranger, that appear'd in Publick 
laſt Winter with the Dutcheſs of —. 
[ did not ſee her then, and if I had, 
Buſineſs or Diverſion might have guar- 
ded me from the ſoft Surprize ; but all 
Nature, every alluring Circumſtance 
conſpir d here to vanquith and enchant 
me. 
The Evening was fair, and with 
Mr. Thompſon's excellent Poem on Sum- 
mer in my Hand, I took a Walk, and 
read by Intervals, till all my Soul was 
compos'd and harmonious. E225 
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Theſe are the Haunts of Meditation, theſe 

The Scenes, where antient Bards thinſpiring 
| Breath, 

Extatic, felt; and from the World retir'd, 

Corvers'd with Angels, and immortal Forms, 

On heav'nly Errand bent.—To ſave the Fall 

Of Virtue, ſtruggling on the Brink of Vice, 

To hint pure Thoughts, and warn the favour'd 

| Soul, 
For future Tryals fated to prepare. 


In this viſionary Temper, I had 
wander'd about a Mile from the Earl of 
XXXX's Gardens and Park, till I en- 
ter'd a winding Valley, green and 
flowery as the Elyſian Fields; a ſilver 
Stream ran murmuring along the mid- 
dle, and Willows in equal Order a- 
dorn'd the Banks: It was not perfect 
Nature, ſomething of Art appear d, 
bur in the moſt agreeable Negligence. 
There were many little moſſy Seats 
rais'd along the Sides of the River; 
bur whar pleas'd me moſt was a Grotto, 
which look'd like the Retirement of 
| {ome 
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ſome Sylvan Deity : 1 enter d, and 
loſt my ſelf in a pleaſing Contempla- 
tion, till the Sight of the moſt charm- 


ing Object I ever beheld ſurpriz'd me: 
She ſeem'd 


Fairer than feign'd of old, or fabled ſince, 
Of Fairy-Damſels, met in Foreſt wide 
By Errant K nig bts.— 

Mr Iro. 


Her Shape and Features were perfectly 
regular, her Complexion clear as the 
Light. — But I might as well paint 
Virtue or Harmony, as deſcribe the 
Graces of her Mein and Aſpect; in 


which there was nothing of that gay 


and thoughtleſs Vivacity, that moſt of 
her Sex think ſo becoming; but ſome- 
thing ſo ſerious and compos d, ſome- 
thing that expreſs d a Mind within con- 
ſcious of its own Dignity, and heaven- 
ly Original. She advanc d till ſhe came 
near the Arbour that conceal'd me, 
and then ſeating her ſelf on the Bank 
of the River, in a penſiye Poſture, 
leaning 
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leaning her Cheek on her Hand, white 
as the new fallen Snow, with a ſoft and 
graceful Accent, ſhe repeated the follow - 
ing Lines out of Sir Richard Blackmore's 
fine Poem on the Creation. 


Thy Force alone, Religion, Death diſarms, 
Breaks all his Darts, and ev'ry Viper charms. 
Syſten d by thee, the grizly Form appears, 
No more the horrid Object of our Fears. 

We, undiſmay'd, this awful Pow'r obey, 
That guides us thro the ſafe, tho gloomy Way. 
Which leads to Life, —_—_— — 


1 heard her with a very tender Con- 
cern, becauſe there appear d ſomething 


in her Complexion too delicate for a 
State of confirm'd Health, and was 


perhaps what led her to ſuch a ſerious 
Thought. While ſhe was going on, 


a ſpruce Footman came to tell her Sup- 


per was ready, and her Father waited 
for her: She roſe immediately, and 
follow'd the Man at ſome Diſtance. 
When they were gone, my Curioſity 

itt ventur'd 
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yentur'd ſome Paces forward, and at the 
End of the Walk perceiv'd a pretty ro- 
mantick Pile of Building, where ſhe en- 
ter d. But the Evening grew dusky, and 
I haſted back to the Earl's Seat, and re- 
tiring to my Apartment, paſt my Time 
in writing this Adventure, of which 
you ſhall hear the Sequel in my next: 
But I am grown a Lover in one fatal 
Moment, and in this deplorable Cir- 
cumſtance, am, 


Your moſt humble Servant, 


* 
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I. ET T E R XIII. 


To the ſame, relating the Death of his 
N I Y laſt inform'd you in what 

& 161 a {ctious Paſſion I was en- 

1 gag d; but the Tragedy is 


= now finiſh' d, and I am paſt 
che Poſſibility of being happy in this 
World. 

A few Days after my laſt Adven- 
ture, there, came a Meſſenger from a 
neighbouring Gentleman, for me to 


attend one of the Family, who was 


ill; I follow'd-the Servant, and found, 
to my Surprize, twas the Houſe where 
all my Hopes were confin d. I was 
immediately conducted to the Apart- 

ment 
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ment of my Patient, who prov'd the 
lovely Woman I had ſeen in my laſt 
Ramble; ſhe was fitting in a Chair, 
pale and negligent, but perfectly grace- 
ful in the Height of her Diſorder. 

No Words can expreſs my Grief, 
when I found the Symptoms of het 
Diſtemper fatal: Indeed the Diſtracti- 
on of my Mind was ſo remarkable, 
that ſhe could not but obſerve it, and 
perceiving her own Danger in my Con- 
cern, ſhe asked me without the leaſt 
Emotion, If I was ſurprix d to find her 
mortal? But ſhe deſir d me, Since 'twas 
a Truth of which ſhe was entirely condinc d, 
to ſpeak my Opinion, without the leaſt Flat- 
tery or Caution. | 

This true Greatneſs of Mind, con- 
fhirm'd my Eſteem, and heighten'd my 
Concern for her Life; but I was in 
the laſt Exigence what to reply. I 
durſt not flatter her in the common 
Strain of my Profeſſion, nor could I 
imitate that Inſenſibility, which the 
young Heroine acted, in an Event on 


which 
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e 
which the future Happineſs of my Life 
depended. | 
I was aſham'd to weep, but while 
Sorrow kept me ſilent, the dying Beau- 
ty told me ſome Intervals of Diſorder 
ſhe lately felt, had made the Darkneſs 
of the Grave, and the Solemnity of a 
Death-bed, familiar Scenes to her Ima- 
gination. Maiting for my laſt Hour, 
added ſhe, without. Conſternation, I find 
this mortal Structure ſinking into the Duſt ; 
but, met hinks I find the nobler Powers of 
my Soul, kindling into Life and Immorta- 
lity. 
” What are the Lawrels and Trophies 
of Conquerors, compar'd to the Scene 
of Triumph, which now I could have 
envy'd 2 But my charming Patient de- 
ſir d ſhe might try to reſt, and I retir'd, 
reſolving not to go from the Houle, 
till I ſaw the Event. She lay as if ſhe 
ſlept, till the Morning, when I was ha- 
ſtily call'd, and found her paſt all 
Hopes, but of a few Hours Life. Her 
Senſes were perfect, and a fort of lan- 
5 f guiſhing 
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guiſhing Beauty adorn d her Face, char- 
ming beyond all the Vivacity of Health. 

Theſe were ſome of her laſt Words, 
utter d with a faint, but pleaſing Ac- 
cent, the Sound of which I ſhall never 
forget. 

O Death ! how haſt thou diſguis'd thy 
Terrors, and put on an Angel's Form to 
approach me! What welcome, what tran- 
| ſporting Tidings haſt thou brought me ! I 
| come thou kind Meſſenger of my Liberty 
and Happineſs, I obey thy gentle Invita- 
ion. | HY r 
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When ſball the Curtain fall, and theſe bleft Eyes 
Meet all the dazling Wonders of the Skies 2 

Or rend the hated Veil, and take away, 

The dull Partition of this brittle Clay ! 

Come heav'nly Day, which ue er ſhall ſee a Cloud / 
Come chearing Smiles, from the bright Face of 
| | { God. 
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T fee, 'methinks, the Glimmering of cele- 
fla Light, and bleſs the Dauning of 
I . everlaſing Day; the Shadows are flying, 


and x 
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and the Heavens opening their inmoſt Glo- 
ries before me. In a few Moments 1 
ewill enter the bliſsful Habitations, the 
darling Receſſes of the moſt High, whom 
I Hall behold in full Perfection, exalted 
in Majeſty, and compleat in Beauty. My 
Hopes are unbounded, T ſet no Limits to 
my ation; for in his Preſence is 
Fulneſs of Foy, and at his Right Hand, 
are Pleaſures for evermore. 
With theſe tranſporting Scenes be- 
fore me, what glorious Mortal could 
excite my Envy? What Scene of Plea- 
ſure could the whole Creation diſplay 
to tempt me back? The dark Domi- 
nions of Death which I am paſſing 
thro, not a Captive, but a Conque- 
ror, through the Strength of my victo- 
rious Redeemer, who has led in Tri- 
umph all the Powers of Darkneſs. Mil- 
lions of Ages of Happineſs are before me : 
The Proſpett ſtretches to an immeaſurable 
Length, my Soul preſſes forward, and 


calls Erernity it ſelf her own, 
At 
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At theſe Words, cloſin g her Eyes, 
with a Smile ſhe reſign'd her Breath, 
and left me, 


* 


me muff unhappy Friend, 
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From MVYVRTIL LA, foHERMIONE, 
giving an Account of the fatal Event 


of her Brother's Paſſion for her. 


My dear HERMIONE, 


Hope my laſt Letter pre- 
par'd you for the melan- 
choly Tydings, which this 
= brings you of my Brother's 
Death. I know the Relation will 
heighten your Grief, and renew my 
own Sorrow ; bur Reaſon ſignifies no- 
thing, and proves but an empty Name, 
in the Tranſport of ſuch a tender Paſ- 
tion, as now poſſeſſes all my Soul. 


After 
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After the fatal Time that my Father 
had extorted a Promiſe from my Bro- 
ther, and charged him on his Bleſſing 


never to ſee you more, I perceived an 


alteration in the Gaiety of his Temper, 


with a viſible decay of his Health; but I 
could hardly perſuade my ſelf Love was 
che Cauſe, imagining the ſoft Paſſion, 
in a Youth of Eighteen, was eafily di- 
verted from one Fir Object to another. 
I was confirm'd in this, by his oblig- 
ing and ſubmiſſive Behaviour to my 
Father, whoſe Conduct in this Affair 
was indeed Arbitrary and Severe; nor 
could I forbear making ſome ſecret Re- 
proaches on ſuch a rigorous Impoſi- 
tion, where there could be no Objection 
made but to your Fortune. 
However, filial Affection was cer- 
tainly my Brother's governing Princi- 


ple, and he ſtill found ſome plauſible | 


Excuſes for that ſevere Command, which 
cut off the brighteſt Hopes he had of 
any earthly Happineſs: His Piety al- 
ways filencd my Reſentments, and 

| I 2 pleaded 
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N 
1 pleaded my Father's abſolute Right to 
| | diſpoſe of him. MET 
| | But as much as he endeavoured. to 


diſguiſe his Paſſion from me, the en- 
cloſed will convince you of the inward 
Anguiſh of his Mind, which he gave 


ö 
| i me the Day before he died, and charg d 
{i me not to read it till his Eyes were 
Fi cloſed in Death. 5) 
14 My Father, in the utmoſt Diſtreſs, 
1 look d on the expiring Youth, but durſt 


not examine into a Secret, which would 
have given him the extreameſt Regret 
to diſcover: My Brother perceiv'd 
his Concern, and gave him all the Con- 
ſolation he could, by owning his pa- 
ternal Cate of his Principles and Acti- 
ons, and returned him the moſt pathe- 
tick Acknowledgments, for the Reſtraint 
his Authority had put, on ſome of his 
youthful Follies : My Father obſerv'd 
the kind Intention of this Diſcourſe, 
which ſtill added to the Anguiſh of his 


Soul. | 
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Be ſatisfied, my dear Father, ſaid the 
dying Youth, be ſatisfied with the De- 
termmations of Heaven. I might have 
drag gd out à long inglorious Life, loaded 
with Infamy and Guilt. 
Then, taking me by the Hand, with 
a heavenly emi on his Face, he ſaid, 
Adieu, my dear Siſter, I am rather fal- 
Ing into a gentle Sleep than dying. I feel 
10 Pain, and all within, is peaceful and 
calm. And then cloſing his Eyes, with 


a ſoft Voice he repeated theſe Words, 
and with them reſigned his Breath. 


The Angels call, they call me from above, 
And bid me haſten to the Realms of Love : 
My Soul with Tranſport hears the happy Doom, 
1 come, ye gentle Meſſengers, I come ! 
Earth flies, with all the Charms it has in Store, 
Its Snares, and gay Temptations are no more: 
| While Heaven appears, and the propitious Skies 
- Utweil their iumoft Glories to my Eyes. | 
To! Mortals and their Hopes Ibid adien, 
Aud ask no more the riſing Sun to view; 


Tk For 
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For ob the Light Himſelf, with Rays divine 
Breaks in, and God's eternal Day is mine, 


After this moving Story, whether 1 
oe in Prudence to let you fee the 
incloſed, I can't determine; but tis not 
in my Power to keep it a Secret from 
my molt faithful Friend, "Twill ſhew 
you my Brother's height of Virtue, in 
commanding a Paſſion ſo tender and 


fatal. 
I am, 
Unalterably Tours, 
MYRTILLA. 
This is the Letter he gave me ſeal d, 


the Day before he died, with a Charge 
not to open it till after he was dead. 


My 
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To MYR TILLA. 


My dear SISTER, 


Hatever Care J have taken 
hitherto to conceal my Fol- 


c Iy, I now confeſs it, that the fatal 
Effect may warn you, from giving up 


A 
* 


your ſelf to the Government of an 
« immoderate Paſſion. Twas this that 
« haſten'd my early Deſtiny, and cut off 
ce all the noble Ends of my Life. 
« My Love to the beautiful Hernvone 
« was ſuch an Enchantment, that all 
e the Motives of Reaſon and Religion 
« could not free me from it. The Im- 
provements of Art and Nature, the 
© Love of my Country, and the pu- 
6e blick Welfare had no ſhare in my 
Thoughts. My Piety was enervated, 
and the important end of my Being 
* neglected. I liv'd, and moy'd, and 
acted with no other Deſign, but to 
pleaſe the Caprice of my fair Tyrant. 
Till my Father, with the higheſt 
' Reaſon, endeayoured to reſcue me 
I 4 c from 
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« from the inglorious Slavery; I was 


cc 


cc 


convinced of the Kindneſs of his In- 
tention, and how much he conſulted 
my Honour and Adyantage, in put- 
ting me under a Solemn Obligation, 
never to ſee the Object of my Dotage 
more, 

“With the utmoſt Violence to my 
tender Inclination, I kept my Pro- 
miſe, and fell a Victim to the Ties of 
filial Piety and Truth. What Regard 
I paid to thoſe ſacred Names, Heaven 
was my Witneſs, and how ſincerely I 


ſtrove toconquer the unhappy Paſſion 
that poſſels'd me. Aided by a Power 


Divine, I at laſt recovered my Rea- 


ſon, but my Health hourly declined, 
and Death is now advancing to re- 
leaſe me, from all the Remainders of 
Error and Folly. The ſoft Aﬀecti- 
ons of my Soul will be perfectly re- 
fined into a noble and ſeraphick Ar- 
dour. I am going to the Fruition of 
immortal Beauty, and unmingled 
Pleaſure. I ſhall gaze on the bright 

No Original 
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Original of all that's Excellent and 
Lovely. I ſhall hear the Voice of 
c uncreated Harmony, ſpeaking Peace 
« andunutterable Extacy to my Soul. 

« Adieu, my dear Myrtilla, my much 

« lov'd Siſter! May Angels watch your 
e Steps, and keep you in the Paths of 
« Virtue! Make it your Study to ſoften 
« my Father's Cares, and add no Sor- 
ce row to his hoary Age. I fear he will 
“ carry his Grief for me to the Grave. 
e But oh! let him never know the Ex- 
« ceſs of my Folly. I charge you not 
ce to ſhew him a Word of this Letter, 
© nor once reflect on his well - meant 
« Severity. Farewel till we meet in the 


bliſsful Realms of Love. 
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E Inſtances of Heathen 
Vuoirtue, that you have col- 
lected, have ſomething in 
them I confeſs noble and ſur- 
prizing, and your Eloquence has {er 
them in their full Luſtre and Magni- 
rude : But there is a Name, the Chri- 
ſtian Boaſt and Hope, that darkens all 
human Glory, and which, with a or: 
of pious Inſult, may be oppos d to the 
moſt accompliſh'd of your Hero's. 


The 
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The Poem I have encloſed on this 
lofty Subject, is a Paraphraſe on Mr. 
Craſhaw's Hymn to the Name of Jeſus, 
and there is little Alteration of any 


Thing, but the Language. 
A Hymn to the Name of x SUS. 


Wake, my Soul ! my Glory riſe and ſing ! 
Awake, and all thy ſacred Ardour bring ! 
While for unuſual Flight T ſpread a tow'ring Wing. 
Awake, my Lute ! proud of thy glorious Theme 
Let each harmonious String, 


Tremble with rapt'rous Foy, and ſpeak the mig h- 
| ii Name. 


Ait me ev'ry gentle Sound, 
Which fludious Art has found; 
You that ſpeak with Silver Strings, 
Or ſwell with tuneful Breath, 
And lend the Coward Wings, 
To meet the Face of Death 
You that in the rural Strain, 
Echo thro' the peaceful Plain, 
Delight 


IN 
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A the G roves, and tharm the guiltleſs 
Swain; 
Wi th you that various Joys afford, 
Touch'd by a skilfal Hand, 
Which can the Pow'rs of Harmony Command, 
And dance with graceful Art along the tuneful 
Cord. 
You that with vocal Muſe ck pleaſe the Ear, 
Your choiceſt Strains prepare * 
X T, ke Springs which move our inmoſt T hong ht, 
| (you know, 
| And can their frerceft Rage controul, 
While from your Lips Torrents of Pleaſures flow, 
And overwhelm the Soul. 
Let all that Nature graceful calls or ſweet, 
In the glorious Conſort meet! 
Purling Streanis; and falling Floods, 
Siehing Winds, and whiſÞ'ring Woods ! 
Let ev'ry Bird of tuneful Throat, 
Join his free ungovery'd Note; 
I bile Hills aud Valleys catch tht ſacred Strain, 
Aud everlaſling - Becho's the bleff Sound ritain ! 


With 
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With [| clus we begin, his charming Name, 
Shall fill the ſpacious Song, 

Aud yield an endleſs Theme. 
To ev'ry. Note the joyful Word we'll place, 
Our foft Preludiums this alone ſball grace, 
And ev'ry Cadence artfully prolong. | 

New Smiles already Nature wears, 

Al blooming looks aud gay; 

The brighten'd Sun crown'd with freſh Beams 


7 appears, 
And darts a, clearer Ray. 


Tranſporting Name ! 

Whoſe Accents to the ranſom'd World proclaim, 
Satvation, and immeaſurable Grate, 

Peace and Good-will to all the humane Race; 
A pure has d Heav'n, and open'd Paradiſe, 
Unbounded Joys, and never-ending Bliſs. 

| Stupendous Love ! | 
Can Man for this ungrateful prove? 
Jeſus the Saviour / what rebellious Knee, 
Would not à ready Homage pay to thee ? 


The 


148 LEBE T T EN 3 


The Martyrs glorious Traih, 
Thy. noble Votaries of old, 
In Records of immortal Fame enroll'd, 
More on their Breaſts inſcribd, thy mighty 
Name 
275 this „with ſacred Fortitude inſpir'd 
ith heavenly Zeal and Tremors fir'd, 
They ran upon the pointed Spear, 
| And leap'd into the Flame ; 
Nor Death could in a Shape appear, 
But -what with- open Arms they met, 
Deſpiſing all that Rage could do, or proudeſt Y- 
Frant's Threat, 
Not Hell it ſelf their Conflancy could ſhake, 
Its deepeſt Stratagems they brake, 
Its wildeft Fury trampled down, 
And ome with conqu ring Hands the everlaſi- 
{ ing Crows. 
Teſ us the ne for the Fight they choſe, 
And gave a glorious Onſet to their Foes - 
In vain the Powers of Earth and Hell oppi/e, 
| Jeſus, our congu'ring Chief! they cry a, 
Jeſus! aloud the ſounding Skies reply d. 


Exalted 
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Exalted Name 
From ' theo the * 3 catch their 
( Flame. | 
Jeſus the God / tis they alone can tell, 
What Treaſi res in that Title dwell. 
You happy Spirits that feel its Emphaſis, 
By this you fland confirm'd in Bliſs, 
And know what boundleſs Joys are ſtor a 
In this important Word. 
The glorious Subje only ſuits, 
The high ſtrain d Notes of your immortal Lutes. 
Then join the Choir, 
You bright Muſicians of the Skies, 
And with a well-proportion'd Fire 
| Inſtruct us how to riſe. 
Let your bleft Harps th imperfet# Lay prolong, 
Compleat the bold Deſign, and cloſe th' adven- 
| {t'rous Song. 


EI Ss Is 


L E T- 


Lady-FANE GRAY, 10 Lord GUIL- 
FORD DUDLEY. 


ln deeſe ſad Lines I take my laſt Fare- 
Could I with lefs Reluctanoe part from thee; 
Approaching Death had no Surprire for me; 
That folemnProſpe&ſhoutdmyThoughtsemptoy; 
And baniſh ev'ry tender Scene of Joy : 
But thou doſt ſtill return upon my Soul, 
What Force the ſoft Temptation can controul ? 
Lmeet. thee Rill reſiſtleſs in thy Charms, 
Sigh on thy Breaſt, and languiſh in thy Arms. 
O Gilford! tis no wretched Love of Life, 
That fills my Thoughts with this uneaſy ſtri fe, 
| The 
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The flatt ring Blandiſhments of youthful Years, 
A promis'd Kingdom, nor my Country's Tears; 
For thee alone I'd live, for thee alone, 
I took the fatal Proffer of a Crown. 
No fond Ambition ſtain'd my guiltleſs Mind, 
Inſpir'd with Paſſions of a gentler Kind : 
With thee I would have choſe ſome calm Retreats 
Far from the dull Formalities of State ; 
How careleſs! how ſerene my fleeting Hours, 
Had paſs'd in ſhady Walks and fragrant Bow'rs ! 
Pleas'd with the Murmurs of a ſmooth Caſcade, 
Or near ſome chryſtal Fountain, while it play d, 
Upon its flow ' ry Verge, with thee reclin'd, 
My Voice I to the melting Lute had join d, 
And ſooth'd thy Soul with gentle Strains of Love, 
Anſwer d by all the Muſick of the Grove. 

Where rove my Thoughts ?— Afift me Grace 


; divine ! 
This laſt, this darling Object to reſign ; 


Forgive this Frailty of my tender Years, 

This guilty Fondneſs, and theſe female Tears. 
Yet Heaven my Witneſs ſtands, I would not buy, 
Ev'n Guilford's Life, with one inglorious Lye ; 
Nor dare my Tongue, for all theſe ample Skies 


Contain, the Form of ſacred 'Truth diſguiſe, 
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Be Rome! be Hell! in their revengeful Pride, 

Their Flames, their Racks, and tort'ring Arts 
(defy'd: 

A thouſand glorious Witneſſes have ſtood 

For this great Cauſe, and ſeal'd it with their 
(Blood. 

Thou conqu'ring Leader of a ſhining Train 

Of Martyrs, for thy Teſtimony ſlain } 

In thy victorious Name I dare engage, 

The utmoſt Force of perſecuting Rage: 


To Men, to Angels, be my Soul unveil'd, 


Nor any Part of heav'nly 'Truth conceal'd ! 
'The glorious Cauſe that animates my Breaſt, 
My Lips with holy 'Triumph ſhall atteſt ; 
Atteſt it with my laſt expiring Breath, 

And ſmile on all the ſolemn Pomp of Death. 
But darker Scenes before my Fancy riſe, 
And Nature, vanquiſh'd, ſinks in the Surprize: 

To ſhake my utmoſt Virtue, *tis decreed 
That thou to Rome muſt firſt a Victim bleed. 
How ſhall thy wretched Wife that ſtroke ſurvive; 
An Hour beyond will be an Age to live. 


But Guilford keep thy ſacred Truth unſtain'd, 


And half my Immortality is gain'd. 


Ye 
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Le Virgin Saints that in your early Bloom, 
From cruel Tyrants met a fatal Doom, 


That dy'd the Honour of the Chriſtian Faith, 


And boldly trod the ſame Illuſtrious Path, 

To animate the youthful Suff rer's Breaſt, 
Appear in all your heav'nly Glories dreſt; 
Shew him your ſparkling Crowns, the bright 


| (Reward 
For ſuch diſtinguiſh'd Conftancy prepar'd; 
Open your roſie Bow'rs, your bliſsful Seats, 
Your Gardens of Delight, and ſoft Retreats, 
Where gentle Gales ambroſial Odours blow, 
And Springs of Joy in endleſs Currents flow, 
With ſmiling Viſions recreate his Soul, 
And ev'ry doubting anxious Thought controul, 
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Lord GUILFORD DUDLEY 70 
Lady JANE GRAY. 


= A cv'ry watchful Angel guard thy 
95 2 Life! 7 
7 | — My lovely Princeſs, and my charm- 
— ing Wiſe! 

For thee I importune the Skies with Pray'rs, 
And waſt the tedious Hours in gloomy Cares. 
Were I from all the World but thee confin'd, 
T'd call my Stars propitious ſtill, and kind; 
Thoſe Priſon Walls would prove a ſafe Retreat, 
From all the reſtleſs Factions of the Great. 
Sink, curſt Ambition, to thy native Hell! 
And with thy kindred Fiends for ever dwell! 

| Were 
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Were I, my Fair, again poſſeſt of thee, 
WhatToys,wereKingdoms, and their Crowns to 

(me ? 
Inglorious in ſome bliſsful Shades I'd prove, 
The filent Joys of unmoleſted Love. 

Why was thy Birth deriv'd from antient Kings? 
Our Miſery from this fatal Greatneſs ſprings : 
Indulgent Love a gentler Lot defign'd, 

Nor form'd for publick Cares thy guiltleſs Mind; 

Thy Thanghts were all employ'd on ſofter 

(Themes, 

Tender and innocent as Infant's Dreams : 

And yet — but Heav'n the Title diſſallows, 

A Crown, methought, look d glorious on thy 
| (Brows. 

Ia ev'ry look, in all thy graceful Mein, 

The. brighteſt Rays of Majeſty were ſeen : 

Imperial Beauty ſparkled in thy Eyes, 

I gaz'd with Extacy, and new Surprize ; 

A thouſand times I preſs d thy lovely Hand, 

And cry'd, *Twas form'd a Scepter to Command. 

Bur theſe gay Scenes forever take their Flight, 
Like ſome fantaſtick Viſion of the Night. 

Oh could my Death the Angry Queen appeaſe, 
Could chat alone a raging Faction pleaſe, | 
; K 3 — d 
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Unterrify'd I'd meet the publick Storm, 
And challenge Death in ev'ry dreadful Form. 
But Oh! what Horrors riſe—'Thy tender Life 
What would I ſpeak? — My lov'd, my beauteous 
(Wife ! 
What Counſel can thy wretched Husband give? 
On any Terms I fain would have thee live. 
Forgive my ftagg ring Faith, my coward Heart, 
My better Thoughts diſclaim this ſhameful Part. 
What Courſe can my diſtracting Paſſions take, 
When thou, when Truth, when Heav'n it ſelf's 
5 (at Stake? 
To endleſs Darkneſs would I drag thee down ? 
And poorly rob thee of a Martyr's Crown? 
May Heav'n forbid ! — I'll be thy joyful Guide, 
Nor ſhall the fatal ſtroke our Souls divide. 

O Death! where is thy boaſted Conqueſt now? 
Where are the Frowns and Terrors of thy Brow? 
Thou haſt an Angel's heav'nly Form and Air, 
Pleaſures and Graces in thy 'Train appear. 
Ten thouſand kind tranſporting Scenes ariſe, 
O come my Fair! they call us to the Skies. 
Beauties, like thee, in Nature's early Pride, 
Undaunted for their ſacred Faith have dy'd ; 
With theirs, with all th' Illuſtrious Names of old, 


The Britiſh Glory, thine ſhall be enroll d. 
L E T- 
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LETTER XVIII 


1 
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To Ar. 


MAD AM, 


Cannot ſay you have turned 
me into an Angel; I have 
too much Modeſty to com- 
pliment you or my ſelf with 
ſuch Miracles; but you have certainly 
given an Elevation to my Mind, which 
I never before experienc d: And with- 
out any Deſign, but doing you juſtice, 
I may own, that from a Savage I am 
become human, and from a Libertine 
regular and conſiſtent, from a Lover 

= .-you 
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you have metamorphos d me into a rea- 
{onable Creature. However odd this 
Confeſlion appears, this is making you 
a greater Compliment than {wearing 
you have made me a Lunatick and a 
Madman: Tis more glorious for you, 
to be valued by a Man in his right Sen- 
ſes, than to be ſtar'd at by one quite 
out of his Wits: My being more rea- 
ſonable does not argue that you are leſs 
amiable. | 


For inward Greatneſs, unaffetted Wiſdom, 
And Santtity of Manners, improve your 
(Charms. 

ADDISON. 


You have convinced me that Vir- 
tue is more than an empty Name, that 
tis the molt ſacred Reality. I ſee, I ac» 
know ledge the bright Divinity; 4 in- 
ſults my Infidelity by a thouſand mo- 
dern Inſtances of her Power; among 
the youthful and mature, the auf 

al 
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and ſevere, ſe boafts her Votaries : 
Virtue retires no more to Cottages and 
Cells, but ſecure of publick Triumph 
and Applauſe, he makes the Britiſh 
Court her Imperial Reſidence. 


The Goddeſs al} her glorious ſelf appears, 
When Caxolina's Royal Form ſhe wears ; 
Withev'ry congu ring Charm ſhe ſtands reveal di 
Fhile Subject Hearts their glad Allegiance 
(yield. 


Long may this propitious Queen be 
the Joy and Boaſt of a great and hap- 
y Nation ! You find I am grown pu-. 
blick-ſpirited : Tis you have given this 
generous Ardour to my Soul, and 
kindled the ſincereſt Zeal for the Ho- 
nour of my King and Country, I 
grow impatient to. draw my Sword in 
their Defence, and would commence 
the Hero: Nor will I diſſemble the 
Truth, but freely own to you, that in 
my State of Infidelity my bravery * 
a 


ww FE TTERS 
all affected, and often diſguis d the moſt 
laviſh Terrors. 

I perceive, Madam, 'tis my own 
Panegyrick I am writing rather than 
yours: Indeed my Character cannot 
be in better Hands; I have certainly 
done myſelf juſtice, and been punctual 
in the Recital of my good Qualities, 
and with great Modeſty have thought 
fit to propoſe myſelf, as an Example 
of the Reformation of Manners. 

Lou will conclude I am in a Diſ- 
poſition to write a Moral Eſſay, rather 
than a Love-letter, which was really 
my prime Intention ; but you have 
ridicul'd all my Figures of Rhetorick 
on that Subject, ſo that I am forc'd 
to change my Stile, in my own de- 
fence. But J hope I am intelligible in 
alluring you, I am without reſerve, 


MA DAM, 
15 Dur moſt devoted 
and moſt humble Servant, 


ALBANUS. 
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_— T I'S certainly better for 


Security of Mankind, that 
you ſhould live in ſome ru- 

Hal Fora than appear in the World; 

ſuch Perſons as you are fatal to the Pu- 


blick Tranquillity, and do Miſchief 


without ever deſigning it: But I muſt 
own when Belles and Beaux retire to 
Country Shades for the ſake of heaven- 
ly Contemplation, the World will be 
well reformed. A Hermir's Life might 
be tolerable, while the ſerious r are 
divided between Hide- Part, and the O- 


Pera; 


your ſelf, and more for the 


— — = "A * 


1 
483535 1 
— < 


«4 
J. 
* 
1 
= 
71 
* 
1 
1 
A 
"i 
bl | 
1 
| x 
5 
| 
. 


140 LETTERS 

pera; but a more diſtant Retreat in the 
full Pride of your Charms and Youth, 
would be very extraordinary. To be 
convinced by ſo early Experience, that 
Mankind are amus'd only with Dreams 
and fantaſtick Appearances, muſt pro- 
ceed from a ſuperior Degree of Virtue 
and good Senſe. After a thouſand Con- 
victions of the Vanity of their Purſuits, 


how few know the Emphaſis of theſe 
few Lines. 


Sweet Solitude when Life's gay Hours are paſt, 
How#er we range, in thee we fix at laſt, 
Toft thro" tempeſiuous Seas ſ the Voyage o er 
Pale we look back, and bleſs the friendly Shore. 
Our own ſtrict Fudges our paſt Life we ſcan, 
And ask ij. has enlarg'd the San; 
If bright the Proſpect, we the Grave defie, 
Truſt future Ages, and contented die. 

| T1CKELL- 


Nothing is perhaps more terrible to 
the Imagination than an abſolute Soli- 
tude; yet I muſt own ſuch a Retreat as 

n Bees We SHE e PENS. 
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diſengages the Mind from thoſe Intereſts 


and Paſſions, which Mankind general- 
ly purſue, appears to me the moſt cer- 
tain way to Happineſs : Quietly to with- 
draw from the Crowd, and leave the 
Gay and Ambitious to divide the Ho- 
nours and Pleaſures of the World, with- 
out being a Rival or Competitor in a- 
ny of theſe Advantages, mult leave a 
Perſon in perfect and unenvy'd Repoſe. 
Wichout any Apology, I am going 
to talk to my ſelf, and what follows may 
properly be called a Digreſſion. 

Let me Joſe the Remembrance of 
this buſy World, and hear no more of 
its diſtracting Tumults! Ye vain 
Grandeurs of the Earth ! Ye periſhing 
Riches and fantaſtick Pleaſures ! what 
are your proudeſt Boaſts? Can you yield 
undecaying Delights? Joys becoming 
the Dignity of Reaſon, and the Capa- 
Cities of an immortal Mind 2 Ask 
the happy Spirits above, at what Price 
they value their Enjoyments ; ask them 
if the whole Creation ſhould purchaſe 

one 
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one Moment's Interval of their Bliſs. 
No one Beam of celeſtial Light 
obſcures the Glory, and caſts a Re- 
proach on all the Beauty this World 
can boaſt. 

This is talking in Buskins, you will 
think; and indeed I may reſign Crowns 
and Scepters, and give up the Gran- 
deurs of the World, with as much 
imaginary Triumph, as a Hero might 
fight Battles and conquer Armies in a 
Dream. In the height of this ro- 
mantick Inſult I am, 


MADAM, 
Tour moſt oblig'd 


bumble Servant. 


LET. 
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LETTER II. 


To the Same. 


sm certainly dead and bu- 
tied, according to your No- 
Box cons of Life; interr'd in the 
Silence and Obſcurity of a 
Country Retreat, far from the dear 
Town and all its Joys; which in your 
gay Apprehenſions cannot properly be 
called living. Burt for me (who ask 
nothing but Eaſe and Liberty in order 
to be happy) I am willing to inform 
you, I am in a State of Exiſtence, 
and capable of the Entertainment your 
Wit would haye given me, if you had 
F „„ 


"Ser. . 
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been ſoobliging as tohave filled the blank 
Paper you ſent: Nothing could be 
more nicely malicious, nor is it poſſible 
for you to imagine, how the Sight of 
ſo much clean Paper tormented me. 
How many ſparkling Things could you 
have writand not exhauſted your Stock, 
nor got the Vapours by over- ſtudying 
your ſelf: But I hope you will make 
me ſome Reparation by the Length of 
your next. I will not inſiſt on your 
writing Senſe or Reaſon, if that will be 
any Privilege to you; but tho Nonſenſe 
from you would be a great Novelty, it 
would coſt you ſo much Pains to write 
it, that I am afraid you would ſend me 
a ſhorter Epiſtle than your laſt. 


T am 
M adam, 
Tour moſt obedient, &c. 


LET- 
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LETTER III. 


To the Same. 


MA DAM, 


Have neglected writing ſo 
W 1 ong that Jam almoſt aſham d 
to own I am ſtill alive: I 

= ought to have dy'd in pure 
Civility, which would have been the 
only ſufficient Excuſe for my Silence. 
But really Madam, it coſts me more 
Pains to indite an Epiltle ro you, than 


it would to write a Book to ſome ſort 
L of 
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of Readers; and I can't help wiſhing I 
had more Wit, - or you a great deal 
lels. "1 

Your Prohibition of Lilliput Paper, 
will drive me to great Extremities, and 
what I moſt fear, will often prove a 
{evere Exerciſe to the Patience of my 
gentle Reader. I am reduced to a 
Neceſlity of talking of this World or 
the next: For the next, you are ſo hap- 
py at preſent, that you may not be al- 
ways diſpos d to think of to ſolemn a 
Subject; and for this I am intirely ig- 
norant: My Converſation is confin'd 
to whiſpering Trees, and murmuring 
Brooks, and I cannot give you the leaſt 
Intelligence of what paſſes among Mor- 
tals. 1 * 

My Fate, Madam, is juſt the Reverſe 
of yours. You had a great many 
Things in your Head, but wanted Pa- 
per; I have clean Paper enough, but 
nothing at all in my Head, tis a Vacu- 
um, a diſmal Emptyneſs; and unleſs! 

fill 
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fill the blank Paper with the curious 
Flouriſh of a True-Love's-Knot, I muſt 


ſt ubſcr 1 be, 
Madam 
Dur moſt oblig'd 


Humble Servant, 


£2 LET. 
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To the Same. 


E Han Scenes never ap- 
Ar poeared more beautiful (not 
even in Mr. Pope's Paſtorals) 
than in thoſe ſoft Lines you 
encloſed. 1 hope you will find all the 
Joys that Peace and Innocence can give, 
in your charming Retreat. Your De- 
ſcription haſted my Imagination thro 
a thouſand enchanting Scenes. I wiſh 
you may long enjoy thoſe fine Walks 
you are contriving : Not that I wiſh 
you may ſee as many returning Springs, 
as the fair Damſels before the Deluge; 
when an inſulting Beauty might take 


fifty 
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fifty Years Deliberation to anſwer a Biller- 
doux, and act the Tyrant five hun- 
dred Years, in the full Pride of her 
Charms. But you ſhew no Ambiti- 
on at all of this Nature, and I am 
perſuaded tis no manner of Mortifica- 
tion to you, that your Conqueſts are 
limited to a ſhorter Date. 

I am going, Madam, to put you in 
mind again, that you are mortal. I fancy 
you open my Letters with as much Gra- 
vity as you would a Funeral Sermon, 
and read them with the ſame Seriouſneſs: 
But you ſeem pleas d with theſe Subjects, 
and amidſt the brighteſt Advantages of 
Youth and Fortune, are a reaſonable 
Creature, as well as a fine Lady. Theſe 
ſort of Reflections from me are not the 
Vapours; I am pretty free from the 
Spleen, as you know all half. witted 
People are. But in the gayeſt Diſpoſi- 
tion, Death would have a diſmal View, 
and wear ten thouſand Horrors, if an 
Immortality beyond it did not brighten 

the Scene. | 


by” Without 
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Without this Proſpect, it would not 
be worth the while to begin a generous 
Friendſhip. | When we have ſeen a few 
more ſetting Suns (for riſing Suns ſome 
People never ſee) when a few more fly- 
ing Hours are paſt, with Life to refigh 
the moſt exalted of human Satisfactions, 
would heighten all the Horrors of the 
Grave. 

I might with leſs Trouble recom- 
mend ſome good Book to your Peruſal, 
and keep this Divinity for my own Uſe. 


You will be overjoyed that I am come 
0 a Concluſion, and am 


Madam, 


Tours, &c. 


70 . . 5 L E T- 


Moral and Entertaining — $418 


them ſo juſt and agrecable, 
that I am recompenc'd for 
his Loſs, whatever Damage the reſt 
of the World ſuffers by ir. 

It pleaſes me to find you fo often 
returning to a Subject, that moſt 
People take ſo much pains to avoid. 
If Immortality is the Pride and Hap- 
pineſs of human Nature, why ſhould 
it not be mention'd with the ſame 
Gaiety, with which we talk of other 
agreeable Things > The other World 

3 is 
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is at leaſt a greater Novelty than this; 
nor is it ſuch a glorious Round of 
Action, to eat, to drink, and ſleep, 
that People ſhould have an averſion 
to think, if not to try what variety 
of Enjoyments a future Life will give 
them. Bur to forget this, is the De- 
ſign of all the thoughtleſs Amuſements 
the Wit of Man can invent. What 
Monſieur Paſcal lays is perfectly juſt. 


L' Origine de touas les Occupations 
tumultuares des Hommes, & de tout ce 
qu on appelle Divertiſement ou Paſſe-tems, 
& en effet que di laiſſer paſſer le tems ſans le 
ſentir, ou le plizor ſans le ſentir ſoy-meme, 
& d eviter en perdant cette Partie de la 
Vie le Degoit in terieur. L. Ame eff 
jette dans le Corps pour y faire un Stjour 
de peu de Durte. Elle ſpait que ce weſt 
qu un Paſſage a un Voyage tternel, G. 
qu elle na que le peu de Tems que dure la 
Vie pour s'y preparer. Mais ce peu le 
commode fi fort, & embaraſſe fi ttrange- 
ment quelle ne ſonge qu à le perdre. 

Celuy 
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Celuy eſt une Peine mſupportable a woire 
& de penſer 4 ſoy. Aimſi tout ſon ſoui 
eft de Soublier ſoy mime, &. de laiſſer 
couler le Tems fi court & fi pretieux ſans 
Reflettion, en Soccupant des Choces qui 


 empechent diy penſer. 


Tl ſtop here, or you will certainly 
think I am going to tranſcribe the 
whole Book, to fave yau the trouble 
of throwing away your Money on a 
Moral Eſſay. . And perhaps, Madam, 
you may not be in ſo grave a Humour, 
as when you wrote laſt : For all human 
Things are changeable and haue fome- 
times good, and ſometimes evil Diſ- 
poſitions ; and in what Circumſtance 
this will find you is an Uncertainty to 


Your moſt obedient 
and moſt hunible Servant. 


LE I- 


IN PETTY 


LETTER VI. 
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To the ame. 


O U will find, Madam, to 
your Grief, I have not 
hir'd the Carrier to loſe the 
large Paper you ſent me; 
but I have certainly more Compaſſion 
for you than to fill it. One would 
think you intended I ſhould write a 
Weſtern Journal, and give you a full 
and true Relation of all the Ghoſts 
and Apparitions that are ſeen in the 
County of -, for theſe are the 
only remarkable Events which happen 
here. | 


Theſe 
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Theſe are the Regions of Sleep and 
Repoſe, not of Action: For my own 
part, I neither hope, nor fear, con- 
trive, nor deſign any thing that re- 
lates ro this mortal Life, but am 
as much at reſt as the People that 
are ſleeping in their Sepulchres. I 
am in ſome doubt whether I be- 
long to the Society of the Living, 
or the Dead, and am ready to 
ask mylelf, | 


Is this Exiſtence real, or a Dream b 


I can't perſuade myſelf to wiſh you 
any thing, but juſt what you are, a 
meer earthly Creature. It would be 
too great a Diſadvantage to find you 
in a Rank of Beings ſuperior ro Mor- 
tals: I am fo ſenſible of the Diſtance 
at preſent, that I can't wiſh you in a 
greater Elevation. If I ask d any thing, 
perhaps it would be to ſet you more 
on an Equality, that I might have 

an 


ſhip is. 
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an Opportunity to convince you how 
ſincere and diſintereſted my Friend- 


By your A e ar . 
lives a very unactive and inglorious 
Life. Tho he has been fo long as 
four Months in the World, he has 
had ſo few Adventures, that I can 


but juſt ſtretch my Invention to 
compole half a Song for him. 


' Thou pretty, ſmiling, guiltleſs Thing 
of thee what can the Mu ſes ſing, 


Unle ſ they ſpeak m Prophecy, 
How gyeat a Hao thou ſhalt le; 


| Thy Country's Patron, and the Grace 
Of kek, long Miaſtriots Race. 


With Verſe and Profe, Reflections 


gay and ſerious, ſome with a mean- 
ing, and others without any meaning 


al. 
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at all, I am at laſt, to your un- 
ſpeakable Satisfaction, come to an 


end of this fine Epiſtle, and am 
going to ſubſcribe myſelf, 


MADAM, 


Tours, &c. 
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LETTER VII. 


To the ſame. 


204.9 436 


0 U R Concern for #**# 
= is the moſt melancholy 
Circumſtance in the ac- 

= count you have given me 
of his Death. The Toil, the long 
Fatigue is paſt, and all to come is 
Reſt and endleſs Joy. The happy 


Spirit is for ever wandering now 


Tro boundleſs Realms of Bliſs, 
Where Pleaſure bloſſoms with eternal Spring. 


q You 
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You expreſs yourſelf with ſo much 
good Senſe and true Greatneſs of 
Mind on this Occaſion, that nothing 
could ſet your Character in a more 
agreeable Light : The Death of your 
Friends ſeems to reconcile your 
Thoughts to the unknown Regions. 
With regard to yourſelf it might 
be no diſadvantage to quit the World 
ſo early : To die in the Pride of Life 
and all the Splendor of youthful Vir- 
tue, has ſomething far more glorious 


than to languiſh out the Dregs of 


Life in the Exerciſe of no Virtue but 
Patience. 

You find, Madam, I am per- 
ſuading you to die with great Com- 


polure. I ſuppoſe you think yourſelf 


obliged to me for reſigning my Friends 
to their Deſtiny with ſo much Calm- 
neſs and Submiſſion ; but really tis 
in meer Charity to you; for it you 
grow wile ſo ſoon, I can't imagine 
how you will fill up the tedious 

8 Round 


| 
| 
| 
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Round of threeſcore Years and ten; if 
Heaven, for the Happinefs of Man- 
kind, ſhould continue your Life to 
that Date. 

How many People would ſuſpend 
their Part in the Joys of Paradiſe till 
the Heavens are no more, for the 
moſt trifling of thoſe Amuſements 
which you deſpiſe : But while you 
think fo juſtly of this World and the 
next, I muſt confels, the manner of 
Life, ro which your Quality confines 
you, excites my Compaſhon. Indeed 
you may diſpenſe with me for practi- 
{ing this height of Charity, while you 
are the Object of almoſt every body's 
Envy. But be as happy as the World 
can make you, tis all but ſleeping 
and dreaming; and, as Mr. LA w fays, 
being amuſed with a vain Succeſſion of 
Shadows. 

This Quotation, you may imagine, 
is to ſhew my great Reading : When 
I am writing to you I would indeed 

ſhine 
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ſhine with every Advantage; but 
the Height of my Ambition is 
. 
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To the ſame. 


bind tis generally a very ſelfiſh 
Motive that makes me write 
to you, my Deſign being 
do extort an Anſwer. If you 
had but ſo much diſintereſted Charity, 
as to write without expecting a Reply, 
1 ſhould certainly receive the Favour 
with the utmoſt Gratitude and Modeſty: 
However, tis well that you indulge 
my Talent of Impertinence, and never 
ſtrictly inſiſt on common Senſe. 

At preſent I can't entertain myſelf, 
much leſs you: the Creation ſeems to 
want variety; and I am as much in- 
clin'd to cry for more Worlds as 


Lode . 


ik * W Alex- 
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Alexander the Great was, only my 
Uneaſineſs is for the fake of Novelty, 
for I have little Ambition : 

Not enough to leave you in an 
Error, tho' to my own Advantage. 
I would not maliciouſly leſſen myſclf, 
nor detract from my own good 
Qualities, which certainly appear to 
my view in their full Magnitude; 
yet ſuch is the Force of Truth, that 
I muſt confeſs you have given me 
a ſort of imaginary Character, and 
Tam a Heroine of your own making; 
as great Minds always ſuppoſe they 
7 in others the ſame Virtues they 
really poſſeſs themſelves. 

' My Letter is of a convenient Length, 


and you will now gladly diſmiſs 


Dur moſt bumble Servant, 


n 


. a 13 1 
7 
| A g 5 


o me © {01 55, 
AUTHOR, 
By another HAN p. 
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LETTER I. 


Was ſo far from thinking your 
Letter the Effect of the Spleen, 
chat I am perſuaded 'twas 
written in one of your gayeſt Inter- 
vals: To a Mind turn'd like yours, 
the Thoughts of Death mult be all 
Ke N ſerene 
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ſerene and agreeable, I fancy you 
will be pleas'd with theſe Lines which 
Monſieur Menard: order'd to be written 
over his Cloſet Door. 


Las deſperer & de me plaindre, 

De Þ Amour des Grands & du ſort. 
Ceſt ici que j attenc la Mort, 

Sans le deſirer, ou le craindre. 


Ceſt bien le Caractere, le plus beau, & le 
plus rare qu on puit avoir. But the 
eternal Hurry that attends an exalted 
Station, needs a higher Pitch of Virtue, 
to keep the Mind in a proper Tem- 
per to meet our Diſſolution, than is 
generally attain d; and dying in Pomp 
gives a thouſand Terrors to the fatal 
Period. | 


Had I been born ſome humble Villager, 

Aud in a-peaceful Cottage paſs'd my Days, 
Far from the guilty Pageantry of Courts, 

In Ipnocence my Life had calmly paſt, 

And with a Smile I might reſign my Breath. 


M 2 The 
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The World has I think as few 
Charms for me, as for moſt People 
of my Age; but I muſt own, I feel 
a ſort of Reluctance to part with 
every thing below, and a Dread to 
enter on thoſe unknown Regions, 
from whence none return, to tell us 
what they find. 
Betwilr the whiſtling of the Wind, 
and the roaring of a Fall of Water, 
I have at preſent a ſolemn and agreea- 
ble Conſort, and can't help addreſſing 
my ſelf with Mira to the Winter. 


To thee my gently drooping Head I bend, 
T hy Sigh my Siſter, and thy Tear my Friend: i 
On thee I muſe, and in thy haſt ning Sun 
See Life expiring, e er tis well begun ; 
Thy /ick ning Ray and venerable Gloom 
' Shew Life's laft Scene, the ſolitary Tomb, 


Adieu. 


CLEORA. 


hangs 4 Bb AN 
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HIT HER ſhall I direct for 

pou? are you ſtill an In- 
habitant of the Earth, or 
aſcended to the Ætherial 
Regions; am I addreſſing a mortal, or 
an immortal Spirit? in what Language 
muſt I ſpeak? If you are ſtill in this 
World I am determin d to moleſt you ; 
and I hope this Letter will find you in 
the midſt of ſome agreeable Reverie, 
and chaſe the gaudy Viſion from your 
Fancy. 

I cannot praiſe your Virtue in be- 
coming a Recluſe, and getting the 
Victory by a cowardly Flight: I would 
have you raiſe your Character, by ven- 
turing into this wicked Town, and by de- 


© 
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ſpiſing the World in the midſt of its 
dazling Temprations. 
To read a Treatiſe of Devotion, in- 
ſtead of a new Play, and preſerve your le- 
rious Temper, ſurrounded with Vanity 
and Diverſions, would be a moge he- 
roical Part, than enjoying an inglorious 
Tranquility, among purling Streams 
and flowery Meadows. | 
Beſides here would be the Addition 
of Mortification, to heighten your Vir- 
tue: For you would ſcarce find the 
crying of Small- Cal as harmonious a 
Sound, as the warbling of Nightingals; 
nor the ſmell of Sea-coal Smoak as fra- 
grant, as the Breath of opening Violets 
and Primroſes. ry ttt 
But my Compariſons are ſo much to 
the Advantage of the Country, that I 
am afraid you will ſuſpect my Advice 
to be the effect of Envy, and I had 
as good throw off a Diſguiſe,” and own 
that at preſent my way of Living is a 


Series of Impertinence, and were it to 


. 


continue, 


Far 
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Far rat ber would I in ſome humble Cell, 
Diftavt from all that's Gay for ever dwell, 
Thau waſt my flying Hours, and thus divide 
My Time "twixt Folly, Calumny and Pride; 
Stall trifling, thus debaſt the Gift of Senſe, 
Ang live the Slave of dull Impertinence. 


I have not yet had the Curioſity to 
ſee the new Opera: The Weather is ſo 
hat, that I think ſhady Groves and 
chryſtal Streams more refreſhing than a 
crowded Theatre. Indeed the Town 
was never more dilagrecable to me 
than now. I wiſh I knew whether it 
proceeds from my being more wiſe, or 
more dull: F am afraid the Latter, for 
as to an encreaſe of Wiſdom, I can't ſay, 
I am ſenſible of it in any other In- 
ſtance. 

The greateſt Happineſs perhaps that 
can be attain d in this World, is only 
inſipid Indolence, and not any real 
Pleaſure. How different does it prove 


from thoſe gay Viſions that Youth 


forms to itſelf, when it firſt launches out 
ED into 
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into the flattering Ocean! How ſoon 


do Tempeſts of Trouble and Confu- 
ſion rife! while nothing is ſo common 
as the Deſire of long Lite and yethow 
ſmall a Part of Mankind would care to 
trace back their Lives again, in the 
ſame Steps they did before! Tho per- 
haps the only Variety would be, to 
change one Folly for another; to quit 
the Play-Houſe for Ombre, or the 
gentle Strains of the Opera for the ſe- 
rious Contemplation of their own dear 


Perſons in a Looking-Glaſs. 
I am Tours, 


CLEORA. 


ELLE 
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e 


r 


3 Beg you not to write to me 
any more on Lilliput Paper: 


I am almoſt afraid to open 

2855 your Letter, for fear of ad- 

ing, after a reſpectful Margin, Madam, 

at the Top, and your Name at the 

Bottom, and trackleſs Waſts of blank 

Paper between, for me to fill up at 
my Leiſure. 

You will be ſurpriz d to find, that 
at a Time when my Health is declin- 
ing, I ſhould be planting Trees, and 
laying our Walks, as if I thought I 
had two or three hundred Years to 
enjoy them. I need not aſſure you I 

have 
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have no ſuch Expectations; but it 
gives me an Innocent Delight to form 
theſe Sylvan Scenes in an irregular Man- 
ner, and with a ſecret Art, to imitate 
Natute in her negligent Appearance. 

I have no Giants in Yew, nor Ty- 
gers or Birds in Holly; but inſtead of 
them, Firrs and Pines, that grow juſt as 
Nature deſign d them; and fo inter- 
mix d with Woodbines, Syringa's, and 
other flow'ry Shrubs, that in a few 
Months they will be a perfect Wilder- 
nefs of Sweets. | 

The Satisfaction I take in this little 
Undertaking, makes me often fancy 1 
am not fincere in my Thoughts of ſoon 
leaving it. I am as buſie in my Gar- 
den, and as much ſurfeited with the 
Grand Monde, as ever Diocleſtan was. 
ente qualobe Stupidita che mi impediſce 
li Godere una vile nella corte piena at 
| 4771 e cerimonia tanto che quella che 
chi ſi trova nelea campagna fenxa Gloria 
G ſenza turbenza, | 


Every 
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Every Plant that flouriſhes gives me 
a Pleaſure, and every drooping Tree 
infects me with Languiſhing: I watch 
every Decay among my Flowers, as a 
celebrated Beauty would do grey Hairs 
or Wrinkles. #5 

I have two or three Sheep that per- 
plex me as much as le Berger Extrava= 
gant's Flock did him; and were 1 
to indulge my rural Delights, and re- 
turn no more to the noiſy Town, I 
ſhould fall into the molt ſoothing and 
agreeable Madneſs imaginable. 


Come, Amarillis, come, and with me ſhare 
The blooming Wobabiies, and the fragrant Air. 
' Together der the flow'ry Walks we'll robe, 
Or ſit beneath the ſbelter of the Grove 5 
While: Flocks upon the Hills around us bleat, 
And Eccho's to the Streams their Voice repeat. 
Among the Willows in a gloomy Sade 


a 4 „ + + 4 


15 


9 e ee CLEORA.. 
© yy ww * * . # a p a | - 
(4 * 


Oe! LE T- 


| 
| 


4 


CEALTE RS 


f 2 
11441 


— — — 
— K 


F IP 7 
. G 75 17 
IT 1 2 . by 
Ne 1 1 7 


* a * N * \ ” 
. r 
"= 1 ' 2 =_ ' X 
5 of # # : ; f L4 
0 8 9 . ; 


EOPLE ſeem at e 
p more buſily employ d in pre- 
APPLE paring for the King's Birth- 
day, Wl for their own laſt, 
and appear to be in greater Anxiety for 
a Seat in the pr than for 
a. Seat in Paradiſe. _ EONS 
I was laſt Night wth er- 
a Barge of Muſick follow'd us; but in 
the midſt of this Gaiety your Letter 
was not the only Thing that put me 


in Mind of Mortality. 1 had ſuch a 


violent Pain in my Head, that neither 
the Wit of the Company, the ſoftnels 
of che Muſick, nor the Beauty of the 
Evening, could give me any ſincere 


Delight. — If Pleaſure be the Lot of 


Man 


1 


* 
- 
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Man, it muſt be in ſomething beyond 
the: Grave, for on this Side - conſtant 
Experience tells us, all is Vanity. 
But this Confeſſion has hardly any 
Influence on human Conduct; for 
People in a high Rank muſt often act 
againſt their Reaſon, to avoid being 
thought unfaſhionable; and for fear of 
being thought mad by the modiſh 
World, muſt Act in a Manner which 
they are ſenſible is being truly ſo, to 
keep in Vogue with their polite Con- 
temporaries. 

1 can't forbear thinking with my ſelf, 
that if a Being endow'd with Reaſon, 
and a Capacity of Judging, (an Inha- 
bitant of another Planet, and an utter 
Stranger to our Nature) could take a 
View of our Actions, he would be at 
a loſs what to imagine we were; and 
had he no Informer, but were to judge 
by our Conduct, he would certainly 
either imagine that we were a Species 
. enſur d always to live in the 
World we now inhabit; or elſe that 

K ier 
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after enjoying our ſelves here as long 
as we could, we were to be inſeniſible 
for ever, without the lealt Expeſtatien 
of a future Judgment, — or 


| Reward. 


You would hardly make an Apo- 
logy for deſiring me to write to you, 
if you knew how much Pleaſure Ub 
Inj unction gives to 


urs mnalterably 


CLioka, 
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i Death has been ſo great a 
Shock to me, that I want 
all your Arguments againſt 
long Life, to reconcile me to the ſhort- 
neſs of his, at the latter End of Seven- 
P Years; I have much ado to think 
that he did not die too young, ſince 
he had Strength enough to endure the 
moſt exquiſite Torments. I lov'd him 
molt ſincerely as a Relation, and 
eſteem'd him as a moſt valuable and 
faithful Friend. My Thoughts are 
continually employ'd about him, and 
I grieve for my own Loſs, and rejoice 
at his Gain in the ſame Moment ; and 
Hs N can't 
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ported, to be admitted to the Preſence 
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can't forbear following him with my 


Speculations to the Manſions of eter- 
nal Peace, and enquiting with Mr. 


Tickell, in his Verſes on the Death of 
Mr. Addiſon. 


In what new Regivns to the Fuſt aſſigu d, 
What new Employments pleaſe ti unbody'd Mind © 

A winged Virtus, thro th etherial Sky, 

From World to World unwearied does he fly? 

Or curious trace the long laborious Maze 

Of Heav'n's Decrees, where wohd'ring Angels 
| (game? 
Does he delight to hear bold Seraphs tell 

How Michael battled, and the Dragon fell? 
Or, mix'd with milder Cherubim, to glow 

t Hymns of Love? eonmnn—— 


I can't help fancying how his Soul 
is charm'd to find it {elf at Liberty, 
and no longer chain d to an infirm 


Body, which continually clogg'd it in 


all its Operations. How is he tran- 


of 
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of God his Saviour! And with what 
Delight (if we may be allow'd to con- 
jecture that he remembers her) will he 
ſee his Wife, for whom he has ſhed fo 
many Tears, in all the Pomp of cele- 
ſtial Glory ! With what Pleaſure will he 
gaze _ the Skies, while they unfold 
their ſparkling Treaſures! And with 
what Joy and Wonder obſerve the Pla- 
nets in their Courſes, and look into all 
the deep Philoſophy of Heaven ! with 
what Attention liſten to the Songs of 


Angels, while they tune their golden 


Lyres to the Praiſes of God, and of the 
Lamb! and how will his Heart overflow 
with Gratitude to his Saviour, while 
he reflects on what he ſuffer d to pur- 
chafe theſe Pleaſures for him ! 

When I conſider the Advantages of 
his Change, I blame my Grief: And 
yet who can forbear to lament the belt 
of Friends, the honeſteſt of Men, and 
the moſt agreeable Companion that 
ever was? Eſpecially in an Age like 
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this, where ſo little Honour, Friend- 
ſhip and Sincerity are to be found. But 
I am not going to write a Satyr upon 
Womankind, and therefore will ſay no 
more, but that j 


I am 


Faithfully Yours, 


CLEORA, 


LE T- 
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LETTAR VI. 


To CLORINDA. 


„0 U ask me, my dear Co- 
rinda, what is the Reaſon 
I of the deep Melancholy, 

BY Gs you oblerve in me, and 
— are amazed to ſee how lit- 
tle Reliſh I have for the Things which 
amuſe other People of my Age and 
Quality. Your Partiality for me makes 
you fancy that my Indifference is the 
Reſult 'of a good Underſtanding, and 
that the Force of my Judgment has been 


able to ſubdue my Paſſions; but alas 
N 3 how 
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how are you miſtaken ! My Melancholy 
proceeds from the Irregularity of my 
Affections; Love, Vanity, Diſtruſt and 
Repentance, conſpire to rack me; and 


When I look back on all my former Days, 
The only Comfort the Review affords, 
Ts that they re paſh———— 

For thro' their Courſe I cannot recollect, 

One free from Sorrowauilt,or Diſappointment :=«, 

Yet beedleſs ſtill thro the ſame Paths I ftray, 

And rafbly venture on the dang'rons Road; 

With open Eyes like one aſleep I walk, 

Aud drink the Cup, althò I know tis poyſon'd. 

Why am I led thus Captive by my Will ? 

While Reaſon, faithful Guide, for ever warns 

My drowzy Soul, to ſbun impending Danger. 

This Night may be my laſt; Ine er again 

May fee the Dawning of another Morn, 

Shall I forego the Joys of Heaven to ſooth, 

A wayward Fancy, or defirudtive Paſſion ? 

Ah no! let ev'ry Faculty unite | 

To break the Yoke ! Reaſon reſume thy Sway, 

Aud calm theſe wild Diſorders of my Breaft ! 
Whiſper 
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Whiſper thy ſacred didtates to my Heart, 


And bend it to ti Obſervance of thy Laws 5 


Inſpire my Soul with ev'ry heav'nly Thought, 


And fbow me Wiſdow's Paths direct my Step 55 


Nor leave me thus benighted. 


There is not in Nature a greater 
Contradiction than my Thoughts and 
Actions, and tis impoſſible for me to 
account why they are ſo. I purſue 
the Pleaſures of the World, at the ſame 
time that I know them to be flecting 
and worthleſs. I diſtract myſelf about 
che Opinion of the Publick, tho' I de- 
ſpiſe the Injuſtice of its Cenſures. I 
can't forbear repining at my unhappy 
Circumſtances, in ſuffering my {elf to 
be tormented with the Ingratitude of 
ſome whom I thought oy ende nar 
weepin while I indulge a hopeleſs Paſ- 
ſton, though I know that 


Quickly will my Glaſs of Life be run, 
And with it all my Joys and Sorrows gone. 
Then I no more ſhall feel Love's cruel Fire, 
But cold and peaceful to the Grave retire ; 
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No more ſball weep for the licentious Wrongs, 
Of Fudgments raſh, or Scourge of Nland'rous 
| [ Tongues. 
And yet not even this Reflection can 
arm me with Patience. I am uneaſy 
with my Faults, without correcting them; 
and in Love with my Duty, without 
practiſing it. Iact contrary to my high- 
eſt Reaſon, and turn Rebel to the Au- 
thority of my own Judgment. After 
this Account of me, you will not 
wonder that I retire as much as I can 
from Noiſe and Hurry; though no 
Shade is gloomy enough to hide my 
Folly from my Eyes, nor any Retreat 
calm enough to lull my Paſſions. 
However I do not yet deſpair of con- 
quering theſe Vexations by the Aſſiſt- 
ance of Religion, and the Grace of 
that God who will always be found, 
by thoſe who. ſeek him in a humble 
Senſe of their own Unworthineſs, and 
2 firm Reliance upon his Mercy, 


] 
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I am never in ſo whimſical a Si- 
tuation of Mind in the midſt of all my 


Abſurdities, as to forget that I am by a 
thouſand Obligations 


Dur faithful Friend, 


and oblig d Servant. 


IRIs. 


r * nnn — — — ——_y 


e ALMIR A 


My dear ALMIR A, 


oO will be extreamly afflict- 

ad, though not ſurprized, to 

bar that after languiſhing ſo 

many Months, the unhappy Teraminta 
yeſterday expird in my Arms. The 
Day before her Death ſhe ordered every 
Body but me to leavethe Room, and 

= deſired me to {it down by her Bedſide; 
then taking me by the Hand ſhe ſpoke 
to me in the following Manner. 


[| lene? 
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1 ſee, my faithful Emilia, that you 
are ſinking under the Affliction which 
you ſuffer, to find that a few Hours 


will deprive you not only of a ſincere 


and tender Friend, but of a Perſon 
whom your Partiality inclines you to 
believe has ſome Merit. I cannot 
leave you under this Miſtake, and go 
out of the World with the Guilt of 
deceiving you; it is not poſſible for 
me to let you waſt your Tears for 
a Wretch who is unworthy of them : 
Yet let what I have ſuſſered for my 


Crimes induce you to Compaſſion, and 


: 


my hard Fate warn you to guard a- 
gainſt the firſt Glimmerings of a guilty 
Paſſion ; for that has been my Ruin, 
You know I was married extreaml 


young, and upon the faſhionable Un- 


happy Views of Eſtate and Titles, 
However my Husband's Merit (which 
to my eternal Confuſion I muſt ever 
acknowledge) joined to his Fondneſs 
for me gain d ſo far upon my Heart, 
that if I had not all the Paſſion that 

| attends 
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attends Love, I had all the Tenderneſs 
of an exalted Friendſhip for him. In 
this calm State I paſt the firſt ſix Years 
of our Marriage, and had ſeveral Chil- 
dren by him. But then his publick 
Employment oblig'd him to enquire 
for a Perſon to aſſiſt him in the diſ- 


charge of his Office : He had a young 


Man recommended to him for that 
Purpoſe, whom he took into his Houle. 
He had ten thouſand good Qualities ; 


he was juſt three and twenty, and per- 


fectly beautiful, at leaſt to me he ap- 
peared ſo: But why ſhould I deſcribe 
him to you, or ſtrive to conceal the 
Temptation, while I own the Guilt. 
You know the deſtroyer of my Peace 


and his own; 'tis the wretched Alonzo. 
He had not been long in the Family 
before I began to have an Attention 


for him that frighted me : His Name 


affected me, 1 could not hear him men- 


tioned without Trembling, or ſee him 
unexpectedly without becoming as pale 
as Aſhes, and in a few Months I found 


my 
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my Heart was entirely given up to him. 
What Eloquence can expreſs my Grief 
at this Diſcovery? My Vows, my 
Husband's Merit, my Family, my 
Fame now appear'd to me in their full 
Force, and joined to wrack me. TI paſt 
my Nights in Tears, and roſe more 
weary than I lay down. I flew to re- 
ligious Books for Succour, but invain; 
I had neglected the Danger till it was 
irretrievable. I ee in my Houſe 
and Gardens more like a guilty Ghoſt 
than a living Creature. And to add 
to my Diſtreſs J obſerved an unuſual 
Melancholy in the Face of my dear 
Alonzo : He was always in my Way, 
alone and penſive. One Evening, as I 
was ſtanding juſt without the Door in 
the Court before my Houſe, obſerv- 
ing the Moon and Stars, which were 
ſhining in their full Splendor, and wiſh- 
ing my ſelf above thoſe prog Lu- 
minaries, that I might be no longer 
ſubject to that criminal Paſſion which 
rendered my Life a Burthen; I chanced 
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to put my Hands behind me: I had 
not ſtood long in that Poſture before 
1 thought I felt ſomething gently touch 
my Hand, and looking round I found 
it to be Alonzo; who ſeeing me about 
to leave him took one of my Hands, 
and holding it betwixt his, preſſed it 
to his Boſom with an Air of Tender- 
nels which pierced my very Soul. 
However, I was enough Miſtreſs of 
myſelf to ask him, what Behaviour of 
mine had encouraged him to hope that 
I would endure fo unaccountable an 
Inſolence. He told me that what he 
did was not the effect of Hope, but 
. of abſolute Deſpair; that his Miſery 
was growh to {ach an Height, that 
it was incapable of receiving any Ag- 
gravation ; and that though he loved 
me to Diſtraction, he did not even 
entettain a Wiſh that I ſhould return 
a Paſſion fo much below me; and 
that if I could forgive the How that 
had brought him to make this Decla- 
ration, he would for the future obſerve 
an 
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in eternal Silence. At theſe Words 
he burſt into Tears, and I left him with 


the utmoſt Precipitation, to conceal 
a Tenderneſs which neither the Obli- 
gations of my Duty, or any other Re- 
flection were ſtrong enough to ſuppreſs. 
I was now funk to the Depth of Mi- 
ſery. I had liſtened to the Declaration 
of a Love forbidden by all the Laws 
of Heaven and Earth, and contrary to 
every Principle of Virtue which my 
Education had inſtilld into my Soul. 
I knew not what Method to take to 
free my ſelf and Alonzo from ſo unhap- 
py a Situation. Sometimes e refolved 
to feign ſome Cauſe of Dillike, and 
prevail with my Husband to diſcharge 
him. When I had fummoned all my 
Aids of Virtue, Modeſty, and Pride, 
and fancied my {elf able to make the 
dreadful Propoſal, my Paſſion brought 
back his Idea to my Heart, with all 
the Chartns of his Mind and Perſon, 
and repreſented him not only ruined 
in his Peace, but in his Fortune by my 
PW 
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Severity. Several Months paſt in this 
State of Anxiety, and he religiouſly 
obſerved his Word, nor eyer once men- 
tioned his Paſſion. But at laſt the diſ- 
order of his Mind threw him into a 
Fever, and his Life was deſpaired of. 
Judge what I endured _ this Oc- 
caſion. However conſcious Modeſty 
hinder'd me from going near him in his 
Illneſs, which alte almoſt a Fortnight. 
But at laſt his Vouth and the Strength 
of his Conſtitution overcame his Di- 
ſeaſe, and he was able to get up the Stairs 
that led to my Apartment, and was at 
the Door of it juſt as I went out to call 
ſome of the Servants. At that Mo- 
ment every good Angel left me, and 
could not forbear expreſſing my Joy 
to find him able to leave his Bed. Alas! 
ſaid he, why do you wiſh my Miſery 
prolonged? Death is my only Road to 
Peace, ſince I am hated by you. Theſe 
Words joined with the Paleneſs of his 
Looks diſarm'd all my Reſolutions, and 
I told him a Secret which 1 ought 55 
ther 
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ther to have died than have utter'd. 1 
owned my Paſlion, and begged him to 
live for my ſake if not for his own. 
He was amazed and overjoyed at this 
Confeſſion and ſoon recovered his 
Health. We now went on in a thought- 
leſs Road of Pleaſure, and indulg'd our 
mutual Paſſion, till at laſt he preſſed me 
to give him the moſt guilty Proofs of 
it. And ſtrengthened his Entreaties 
with all the Arguments that ſo good 
an Underſtanding, aſſiſted by the Pow- 
er of Hell, could inſpire. But as paſſi- 
onately as I lov'd him he could not 
with all his Eloquence eraſe the Senti- 
ments of innate Virtue and Convictions 
of Religion from my Soul. I was nor 
enough abandoned but to look on A- 
dultery, as a Point of Horror not to be 
outlived, and though I allowed him 
Liberties which I am now convinced 
were guilty, yet I always kept my ſelf 
from the 1 Steps of Vice, and was 
ſo happy that inſtead of my yielding 
to his Arguments, he was convinced 
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by mine, and asked Pardon of God and 
me for the criminal Deſign he had pur- 
ſued. We now reſolved by the ſtrict- 
nels of our Lives, to make what amends 
we could for the Errors we had fallen 
into, and for theſe laſt three Vears have 
applied our ſelves ſeriouſly to the ſecu- 
ring ofour Salvation. But we have ne- 
ver been able to conquer our unhappy 
Paſſion, though we have ſuppreſs d the 
Effects of it. Tis this eternal Contra- 
diction, joined to the Remorſe I feel for 
my Ingratitude to the beſt of Husbands, 
which has brought me into the Condi- 
tion you ſee. Happy! If by loſing 
my LifeI could Atone for my Injuſtice. 
How gentle would my Agonies appear, 
if by their Exceſs I could hope that 
they would be accepted as part of my 
Puniſhment. Whatever J could ſuffer 
here would be joyful to me were J ſure 
tit could entitle me to Mercy hereafter. 

Here ſhe fell into a Swoon, but quick- 
ly revived and liv'd till next Day. A- 
bout an Hour before ſhe died W 

Or 
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for her Husband and Children, and took 
Leave of them with great Tenderneſs, 
and then lying down as if ſhe would 
ſleep expired in a few Minutes. They 
are in vaſt Affliction for her. But no 
Words can paint the Deſpair of Alonzo. 
He has neither ſpoke nor eat ſince her 
Death, and ſeems fo perfectly ſtupity'd 
that I ſear his Senſes are gone for ever. 
Adieu, my dear Almira: My Tears 
flow ſo faſt that I can write no more. 


EMILIA.. 
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By the fame Hand, 


Have at laſt taken the only 

Ml 1 NE Means left me, to free my 
ſelf from your Importunities, 
and the Weakneſs of my own 
Heart, which argued but too much on 
your Side, I found my Fame, and eve- 
ry other Confideration too light, when 
weigh'd in the Ballarice againſt your 
Love ; but the Force of Religion has 
turned the Scale, and made me reſolve 
ro ſpend the Remainder of my weeping 
Days in a Convent: Tis in that holy 
Fe Retreat 
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Retreat that I hope to find the Peace, 
which I loſt in the World. You can- 
not be ſorry for this Reſolution, when 
you conſider of it: For not all the po- 
lite Maxims of the preſent Age are 
ſufficient to diſcountenance Vertue or 
bring Vice into Reputation; or could 
they 2 in this World, would they 
be admitted at Gods Tribunal. Vour 
Lordſhip may call this Begotry, or any 
other Name which the Levity of your 
Fancy, or modiſh Principles can inſpire 

with; but a Day will come in 
which you will find it ſacred Truth; 
and you will be glad, that by ſhutting 
my ſelf for ever from your Sight, I 
hinder d you from the Guilt you have 
purſu'd and put it out of your Power to 
ruin me. It would be no very pleaſing 
Reflection on your Death - Bed that 
you had ſeduc d a Soul from the Paths 
of Peace and Virtue; and to give your 


ſelf a faſhionable Liberty, had entail'd * 
Miſery and Infamy on a Family, wh 


have ſerv'd you with Zeal and Affection. 
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What has my aged Father left undone, 
to ſupport your Intereſt in the Country? 
With what Tenderneſs did my Mother 
educate your two young Siſters, who 
were committed to her Care? And in 
Return you would bring their only 
Daughter to the laſt Degree of Sin and 
Shame: This may be gentcel, but ſurely 
it is not noble. How falſe are your 
Sentiments of Honour and Juſtice ? 
You thought it would be a Reflection 
on your Character, to marry into a 
Family ſo much below you in Birth 
and Fortune; but are not aſham'd to 
return a thouſand Obligations (pardon 
me my Lord, for great as you are, I 
muſt call them ſuch) with the higheſt 
Injury. And tho' you have not ſuc- 
ceeded in your Guilt as to that, you 
robb d two antient Servants, nay Friends 
of yours, of the Joy of their Eyes, and 
Delight of their Age, their only Child; 
who by your licencious Love is forc'd 
to ſeclude her {elf from them, and the 
hole World for ever. I dread to think 

„ how 
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how they will ſupport this Affliction. 
I left a Letter on the Table to acquaint 
my Mother with my Retreat, but con- 
ceal'd the Cauſe, for your Siſters fake ; 
ſince ſhe might perhaps reſolve to diſ- 
charge her ſelf from an Office, which 
ſhe has executed with ſo much Care, 
and has produced her ſo cruel a Requi- 
tal. Let the Sorrow you brought up- 
on my Parents content you, and do 
not carry Ruin into another Family. 
Why ſhould you employ the fineſt Un- 
derſtanding, and the moſt graceful Per- 
ſon to promote the Cauſe of Hell? And 
why muſt the Rank, Power and 
Wealth, which were given you to 
diffuſe Happineſs all round you, only 
ſerve to make you capable of ſpendid 
Miſchief ? 

I am now in a Sanctuary, where I 
cannot be the Entertainment of your 
idle Hours; and where the Time I 
ſpent in liſtning to you, ſhall now be 
employ'd in praying for your Reforma- 
tion; the Tears which I have often 


O 4 pour'd 
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pour'd out in vain, to diſuade you 
from your guilty Enterprize, ſhall be 
ſhed before God for your Sins: For tho 
you have us d me with the utmoſt Cru- 
elty, your eternal Welfare will always 
be the tendereſt Concern of 


The Unhappy 


ANASTASIA. 


L E T- 


Moral and Entertaining. 20 


T LEONORA. 


Have been on the very Bor- 
RIES ders of the Grave, and have 
bor ſeveral Months endur d 
SS all che Pains and Languiſh- 
ments of a dangerous Illneſs; but it 
has pleaſed Go p to reſtore me to 
ſo tolerable a meaſure of Health, that 
I am now able to think and write 
again: And with what Pleaſure do I 
feel myſelf once more at caſe ! 

How ungrateful are the generality 
of Mankind while they enjoy this 
Bleſſing! and how ſeldom (when they 
are well) do they reflect on the In- 

convenience 
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convenience and Faintneſs, the Weari- 
neſs and Pains, which attend a ſick 
Bed! 1 never was ſenſible what I 
owed to GO p for my Health, till I 
came to want it. While my Blood 
flow'd with an even un-interrupted 
Courſe in its Channels, and my Ar- 
teries and Sinews were able to perform 
their ſeveral Functions, I overlook d 
that Mercy which had contriv'd them 
for thoſe Operations; but as ſoon as 
they were obſtructed, I was ſenſible 
of their Value: And. while I ficken'd 
at the ſight of my Food, I envied the 
Peaſant, whoſe Health enabled him 
to earn his Dinner with the ſweat of 
his Brow; and while I was in Tor- 
ment in a ſtately Apartment, and 
reſtleſs on a Bed of Down, how joy- 
fully would I have exchanged Con- 
18 5 with the Hind, who in an 
humble Cottage was ſleeping on Sheaves 
of Straw ! How readily would I have 
parted with all the Vanity of airy 
Tips, al the Advantages of Re 
an 
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and Grandeur, to purchaſe Health! 
Health which gives reliſh to every En- 
joyment, and like the Rays of Light 
diffuſes Beauty upon every Object. 
When I was ill the Beauty of the 
Creation was effac'd to me; I found i 
no longer Harmony in the Sounds of ! 
Muſick, nor Joy while the Sun pour'd | 
his meridian Glory ; but turn'd my q 
Eyes from the intolerable Luſtre, and {1 

g 


wiſh'd for the Shades of Night to veil 
his Radiance. I had no pleaſure in 


ſeeing every thing round me flouriſh, 


while J vitherd and decay d. The 
Birds that warbled near my Window 
ſeem'd to ſing my Funeral Dirge, and 
every Fly that buzz d in my Chamber 
ſounded like an Alarm to N or 
When Night came I conſider'd, that 
probably I might never ſee Day-light 
again till the Morning of the Refar. 
rection dawn d upon the Earth: And 
when I was drowſy and inclining to 
Sleep, I imagin'd that I ſhould 
perhaps neyer wake 'till I heard the 
* Voice 
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Voice of the Arch- angel, and the Sound 
of the laſt Trumpet, nor lift up my 
Head 'till 1 ſaw the Son of Man 
coming in the Clouds with Power and 
great Glory. This near Proſpect of 
Death and Judgment has put the World 
and all its gaudy Vanities into a juſt 
Light, and has convincd me of the 
Falſity of human Comforts : And I 
have reaſon to ble Go p, who has 
given me fuch an Opportuniry of 
ſecing things as they really are, and 
by making me ſenſible of the ſmall 
Conſolation that all the Earth can 
afford in the time of Illneſs, and at 
the Hour of Death, has directed my 
Eyes and Hopes to Heaven, and made 
me know the Value of thoſe Hours 
which were too often waſted in Guilt 
or Folly. And believe me, Leonora, 
you will ſome time or other be ſenſible 
of this important Truth. You are 
not more ſecure of Years to come, 
than I appear'd to be before this 
Illneſs, and will find the Splendor of 


a 
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a Court, and all the Flatteries of Life 
miſerable Comforters upon a ſick Bed: 
The Pleaſures of this World will wich- 
draw, and nothing remain with you 
but a ſenſe of your paſt Conduct; 
and when you And yourſelf ready to 
quit the Stage, you will have no 
Concern about any thing, but how 
you have acted your Part. 

I am ſtill very weak, tho perfectly 
at caſe; and I could be ſatisfy d to 
remain ſo always, rather than hazard 
being again a Slave to my Paſſions 
and Pleaſures, I am, with all imagj- 
nable .Sinecrity, | 


Jour moſs faithful 


DIANA. 


L E T- 


206 LETTER S 


MALE 


= * * 5 - 
4 £ : p þ 
= 
— —_— — 
2 — a | — 8 
i . > 4 3 = — — 69 
— 0 , ö . > <3 
. „ * y N P 2 — N. | # > e © 
— — 7 2 2 v\ Ls 435 _ 
% k - 
. - 
% 
if 


\ 


1 
- of bs — Ci * / - 
- N . p 2 1 — * — y/ * 
- 7 — Ru f CEN 
* » 1 — 


LETTER X 


, og”. © , * - $ ® ö : 
a _ As 4 ** _ r — 
* 
- 


PD LYSANDER- 
Told you, ſome time ſince, 
chat my Affairs would oblige 
me to paſs this Summer at 

my Eſtate in the Weſt: I 

have been at it theſe ſix Weeks. I 
brought no Company hither but 
Cleomedon, who is ſo fond of his 
Studies, that I ſeldom ſee him, unleſs 
it be at Meals, but then he is always 
ſprightly and chearful : And at other 
times I entertain myſelf either in the 
Park or Gardens, which afford me ſo 
much Amuſement, that I never find 
the Day too long. 


I cant 
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I can't forbear repeating to you an 
Adventure which I met with a fewDays 
ago. As I was riding over ſome of 
my Farms, I came to the Brow of an 
extream high Hill, from whence 1 had 

the Proſpect of the moſt beautiful 
Valley imaginable. It was full of 
Woods and water'd with a large Ri- 
ver. In ſome Places it run very broad 
and ſtreighr in others it was more con- 
trated, and flowd in a thouſand 
Windings; ſometimes it was loſt among 
the Woods and roſe again with freſh 
Beauty, as it run thro the flowery 
Lawns. -I was ſo charm'd with the 
Sight of this ſylvan Scene, that I 
long d to be in it, but the Difficulty 
was how to get down the Hill; for that 
Side next the Valley was almoſt per- 
pendicular and fo rocky, and cover d 
with Wood, that it ſeem'd unpaſſable. 
However I diſmounted, and leading 
my Hotſe found a narrow Winding, 
by which I made a ſhift to get to the 
bottom of the Hill; at the Foot of 
VW 
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which was a delightful Plain, here and 
there interſpers'd with ſpreading Oaks, 
Beech and Sycamore Trees. Here I 
had the Pleaſure to obſerve the Spring 
of rhe River that water d that beauti- 
ful Valley: It guſhes out & the Side 
of the Rock, and aſter falling from 
one Clift to another a great Height, 
runs even with the Graſs thro the 
Plains and Woods, I now got on 
Horleback again, and following the 
Courſe of the River about three or 
four Furlongs, I came to a low Houſe, 
behind which thete was a Plat of Trees, 
and before a little Court, which had 
no other Fence chan a Laurel Hedge 
Breaſt high. There was a little Wicket 
which ſtood open, and the neatneſs of 
the Place tempted me to go in, which 
I did with the better Aſſurance, be- 
cauſe I imagin'd by the Appearance 
and ſize of the Houſe, that it was not 
inhabited by any body of Diſtinction. 
I crols'd the Court without ſeeing any 
body, and came into a Hall, the 

1 neſs 
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neſs of which is not to be deſcrib'd. 
But I, own I was ſurpriz d to ſee a 
Harpſicord, upon which lay ſome Mu- 
ſick Books; I had the Curioſity to look 
into them, and found ſome of them 
were Opera Airs, but the greater Part 
Hymns and Anthems. There lay on 
the Table two large Folio's of Maps, 
and upon the Ground I obſerv'd a Pair 
of very fine Globes: A Furniture ſo 
different from what I expected, made 
me uncertain whether I ſhould follow 
my Curioſity, which led me to go up 
a Stair-caſe that was at one End of the 
Fall, or go back without diſturbing the 
owners of the Houſe, who I now be- 
gan to believe were of a different Rank 
from what I at firſt imagin d, and yet 
it was inconceivable to me how any 
Perſons of Diſtinction ſhould be in ſuch 
a Houſe. My Curioſity at laſt pre- 
vail'd, and 1 went up; bur. when I 
came near the Top of the Stairs 1 heard 


a Perſon reading with great Juſtnels, in 


a clear Voice, which ſeem d to be a 
| P Woman 
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Woman's. I ſtop'd a little to liſten 
to her, and at laſt turning on my 
Right-hand, I obſerved a Door which 
ſtood half open, from whence I ima- 
gin'd the Voice came: I drew near it 
without any Noiſe, and could ſec a 
grave well-tooking Woman of about 
fifty, who was reading aloud to two 
very beantiful young ones, who were 
at work, embroidering Flowers on 
white Silk: They were dreſs'd alike in 
white Sattin Waſtcoats, and brown 
Luteſtring Petticoats, and upon their 
Heads Pa lacd Caps, made like 
thoſe of the common Peaſants. They 
had an Air of Innocence and Modeſty 
greater than I ever ſaw : She who ap- 
pear'd the elder of the two had dark 
Hair, and the moſt blooming Com- 
plexion imaginable ; ſhe was tall and 
finely ſhap'd, and might have paſs d 
for an inimitable Beauty, had not the 
young Creature who ſat by her' ſhew'd 
that it was poſſible even to furpaſs her: 
Her Hair was almoſt flaxen, and . 
Skin 
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Skin could ſcarce be equal'd by any 
Poetical Simile : She had large blue 
Eyes, and her Eye-brows and Eye- 
laſhes were a dark brown: She had a 
Sweetneſs in her Countenance which 
would have diſarm'd a Tyger of its 
Rage. I had conſider'd them but a 
{ew Moments, when ſhe who ſeem'd 
the elder of the young Women look'd 
up, and ſeem'd ſurpriz d at the fight 
of a Stranger : However, ſhe roſe wich 
great Civility, and ſaid, Madam, here 
is a Gentleman who I believe would ſpeak 
with you. I then was ſo confounded 
that I neither knew how to retire, or 
make an excuſe for ſo unaccountable 
a Viſit. But the eldeſt of the Ladies 
ask'd me to come in, with ſo benign 
and chearful an Aſpect, that it gave 
me Courage to own the occaſion of 
my Intruſion, and ask a thouſand Par- 
dons for it. To which ſhe anſwer'd, 
That my Curioſity was 4ts own Puniſhment, 
ſmce it had made me take ſo much pains, 
to ſee what was ſo little worth it, as her 

WET 4 Re- 
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Retirement. I had now time to view 
the Room they were in: It was hung 
to the Top of the Chairs with fine 
Indian Matting, above which, all round 
the Room were Shelves filled with 
Books, and upon looking into them, 
I found them to be an admirable Col- 
lection of Hiſtory, Divinity, and Tra- 
vels. There were a few Books of the 
beſt Philoſophy, and ſome Plays. There 
were upon Stands ſeveral Baſons of 
Flowers; and in ſhort every thing was 
fo elegant and charming, that I began 
to fancy myſelf in an enchanted Habi- 

tation, and could not forbear expreſſin 
my deſire to know how People of 4 
extraordinary a Genius came to live 
in ſo very retird a manner: Which 
the elderly Lady perceiving, told me, 
that if I had Patience ſhe would give 
me a faithful account of it. She faid 
her Husband was the Heir of a noble 
Family, that his Name was Theanor, 
by whom ſhe had two Daughters, 
+ which were the young Women [ . 
that 
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that her Husband died when the eldeſt 


was betwixt eight and nine Vears old, 
and left great Debts: In vain did ſhe 
apply to his rich Relations, they would 
not aſſiſt her: So that ſhe found her- 
ſelf either obliged to alter her way 
of living, or leave his Debts un- 
paid; which tho' the Laws did not 
force her to ſatisfy, ſhe thought herſelf 
bound to do by all the Rules of 
Juſtice and Honour. She therefore diſ- 
comme all her Servants, except two 
Maids, - and an antient Clergyman, 
whom ſhe kept to inſtruct her Daugh- 
ters. With this ſmall Family, ſhe re- 
tir d to this Houſe, where ſhe ſaid ſhe 
had lived upwards of fifteen Years. 
She paid her Husband's Debts in the 
firſt ſeven; but had found fo much 
Peace in that Solitude, rhat ſhe was 
loth to quit it, and had the pleaſure 
to find both her Daughters in the ſame 
mind. I could not forbear asking 
how they amuſed themſelves in fo ab- 
folate a Retreat, and in what manner 
POLL. £ hb they 


r 
they divided the Day. In anſwer to 
which ſhe told me, that indeed they 
ſeldom went abroad, and that when 
ſhe had given me an account of one 
Day, ſhe told me their whole Courſe 
of Life for the laſt fifteen Years. 

As ſom as we riſe, ſaid ſhe, we 
meet in a little Chappel below Plairs, 
ewhere the Gergyman I mention d to. you 
reads Prayers to us, and we fmg a 
Pſalm. After this wwe have our Break- 
aft, and my Danghters amuſe themſelves 
with their Muſick or Painting, as they 
like befl, while I am buſied with the Af 
fairs of my Family. About eleven o clock 
we go into a Room, where we prepare 
Medicines. for the Poor, who ran t afford 
better Help, and there have a Preſs ſill d 
with Clothes for them of all ſorts, and in 
ihe Drawers under, are Bibles and other 
Books of Devotion; that while we take 
care of their Bodies their Souls may not 
be entirely neglefled. Here we ſpend our 
Time "till ve art ready to dreſs for Dinner: 
After Damer my Danghters play on the 

| 2 | Harp: 
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Harpficord and ſing, or ſometimes we 
only converſe till we have a mind to come 
up. hither, where one of us conſtantly 
reads while the others work. In the 
Evening we walk till Supper: After 
which, we call our little Family, and end 
the Day as we begun it in praiſing GOD, 
and imploring his Protection. I told her, 
I was no longer ſurpriz'd that they lik'd 
their way of living, ſince it appear d to 
me lo be ſuch, as muſt entirely ſecure them 
from all Kinds of Diſcontent. They none 
of them anſwer'd to this, and upon 
looking up I ſaw the Face of the eldeſt 
Daughter cover d with Tears. I ex- 
preſſed my Concern at this ſudden 
Alteration, and begged to know the 
Occaſion of it. Alas, faid her Mo- 
ther, this unhappy Girl is more to be 
pitied than you imagine; and tis only on 
her account that J feel Sorrow. About 
ſeue Tears ago foe fell deſperately in love 
with a young Man, who was equally ſo 
with her: But the Misfortune was, 
that be was not only much below her in 
. — 
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bis Fortune, but of a Family which are 
notorious for their Wickedneſs, tho he is 
not ſo himſelf ; 3 for his Mother, who was 
perfettly virtuous, had inſtill d into him 
all the Principles of Piety and Morality. 
They had long had a mutual Tenderneſs 
before I percei/d it: But when I did, 
and found how much Roſella's Heart 
was fixed, it afflicted me ſo that I fell 
into a deep Melancholy, which ended in 
a dangerous Sickneſs, and I was given 
over by my Phyſicians. I then told 
Roſella the Cauſe of my Ilhneſs, and ad- 
Dis d her againſt a Marriage, the Appre- 
henſions of which had in all probability 
coft me my Life. She fell on her Knees 
by my Bed. ſide, and bathing my Hands 
with her Tears, begg'd I would endeavour 
to recover; for if ſomebody was to be 
the Vittim of her unhappy Paſſion, ſhe 
was reſolved it ſhould 4 herſelf; ſince 
Death would be leſs terrible to her, than 
offenamg me. I rejoic d and was ſur- 
priz'd at her Compliance, and hop d her 
Aﬀettions had not been ſo firmly rooted 


as 
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as I fince found. When I begun to re- 
cover, ſhe begged leave to write to Al- 
phonſo (for. that was the Name of her 
Lover), and give him an Account of 
the Promiſe ſbe had made, and the Rea- 
ſons which ford her to it. He received 
this. News. with inexpreſſible Grief, and 
the next Day left his Father's Houſe ; to 
which he has never yet returned, nor has 
any body heard of him. I have been 
ſo much touchd with my Daughter's 
Sufferings, and the Patience with which 
foe endur'd them, without ever upbraiding 
me as the Cauſe of them, that I now 
wiſh as ardently as ſbe does to ſee him 
return; that I may have the Pleaſure 
of rewarding ber filial Piety by giving 
her Hand, where foe long ago plac d her 
Heart. She could not end this re- 
lation without Tears, in which her 
Daughters accompanied her. 

I own I was moved with Com- 
paſſion at the Story of Roſella, and 
cannot take my Thoughts from thar 
charming Retirement, or forget the 
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Beauty of Meliſſa, which was the Name 
of the younger Daughter. I ſtaid till 
it was: dark, and then took my leave, 
extreamly delighted with ſo uncommon 
an Adventure. Adieu. Lad 


BELLMOVUR. 


rn 


NN rr 
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BOOK S Printed for and Sold 
by T. WORRALL. 


1. F in Death, in twenty Letters 

from the Dead to the Living; among 
which are the following; viz. To the Earl of 
R from Mr., who promis'd to ap- 
pear to him after his Death. To the Counteſs 
of from her only Son, who died when 
he was two Years old. To my Lord 
from a young Lady, who was in a Convent in 
Florence, From Drahim, a Turkiſh Baſſa, to 
Philocles, who had converted him to Chriſtianity. 
To my Lord —— from his deceaſed Wife. 
To a Son from his deceaſed Father, diſſuading 
him from engaging in a Duel: Cc. To 
theſe Letters are added, 'Thoughts on Death : 
Tranſlated from the Moral Eſſays of the 
Meſſieurs du Port Royal. 


Curæ nou ipſa in morte relinguunt. VIR C. 


2. The MORALS of PRINCES; or 
an Abſtract of the moſt Remarkable Paſlages 
contained in the Hiſtory of all the Emperors 
who reign'd in Rome, with a Moral Refle&ion 
drawn from each Quotation. Written originally 
in Halian by Count John - Baptiſta Comazzi, 
Hiſtoriographer to his Imperial Majeſty. | 

| Regis ad Exemplum. 


3. The 
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3. The Adventures of Abdalla, Son of Hanif, 
ſent by the Sultan of the Indies to make a 
Diſcovery of the Iſland of Borico; intermix'd 
with the following variety of curious and in- 
ſtructive Novels: viz, The Hiſtory of Alno- 
raddin; Adventure of the Indian Lady deliver'd 
from the Fire; and of the Iadian Virgin carried 
away by the Fakirs; The three Stories of 
Loulou, Daughter of the Perfian Lady; the 
Hiſtory of the King without a Noſe; the 
Hiſtory of the Perſian Lady, with her Voyage 
to the Topſy-turvy Iſland; the World re- 
vers d; the Hiſtory of Ajoub of Schiras, the 
' Reſurrection of Queen Femamack and Gian her 
Husband; the Hiſtory of Prince Tangut, and 
the Princeſs with a Noſe a Fot long; the 
Adventure of the Father of the Pilot; the 
Hiſtory of the Giant Hardoun, and the beauti- 
ul Nour, as alſo of the Genius Feridoun, and 
he Princeſs Cheroudah; with the Adventures 
of the ſix ſorrowful Santons. By the celebrated 
Marchioneſs De LAM BER T, (Author of the 
veflections on the Fair Sex). | | 


4. Advice from a Mother to her Son and 
Daughter. Written in French, and juſt pub- 
iſned with great Approbation at Paris. Done 
nto Engliſh by a Gentleman. (Dedicated to the 
Right Honourable the Counteſs of Gainsborough. 
?rice 2 5, — The laſt three done into Ergliſh 
y Mr. Hatchett. | 


5. The young Gentleman's New-Year's Gift; 
or, Advice to a Nephew : Under the following 
Heads; viz, Religion, Civil Government, Bodily 
Health, School Learning, Profeſſion, Husband, 
Father, Maſter, Oc. Concluding with ſome 
Maxims of general uſe in the Conduct of his 
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Life. By a Gentleman of the Midale Temple. 
I 5. ſtitch' d, 15. 6 d. bound. 


6 A Companion for the Sincere Penitent: 
Or, a Treatiſe on the Compunction of the 
Heart, in two Books. Faithfully tranſlated 
from the Greek of St. Chryſoſtom. To which are 
added ſuitable Devotions adapted to the ſeve- 
ral Chapters. With a Preface, containing a 
brief Account of the Life of that eminent Fa- 
ther of the Church. By John Veneer, Rector 
of St. Andrew's in Chicheſter. Price 3 8. in Calf. 


7. Reform'd Devotions, in Meditations, 
Hymns, and Petitions for every Day in the 
Week, and every Holy-day in the Year. By 
Theophilus Dorrington, Rector of Witteſham in 
Kent. Divided into two Parts. The Ninth 
Edition, To which is added, An holy Office, 
before, at and after receiving the holy Sacra- 
ment. By Dr. Edward Lake, 12ves. Price 28. 6d, 


8. The BASTARD, a Poem ; inſcrib'd with 
all due Reverence to Mrs. Brett once Counteſs 
of Macclesfield, By Richard Savage, Son of the 
late Earl Rivers. 

Mother Miſcald ! Farewell =— of Soul ſevere ; 

This ſad Reflection yet may force one Tear: 

All I was wretched by, to you I ow'd : 

Alone from Strangers every Comfort flow'd. 

Decet hæc dare dona Novercam. Ov. Mer. 

Price. 6 d. 


9. Poems on ſeveral Occaſions, viz. The 
Splendid Shilling, Blenheim, Oder, &c. By Mr. 
Join Philips, Student of Cbriſi-Church, 0 
With 
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With the Life of the Author. 'The Fourth 
Edition. | | 


10. Original Poems, Serious and Humourous, 
in two Parts. By Mr. Henry Baker. 


11. Ingenions Thoughts of the Fathers of the 


Church. Collected by Bohours in Freach. Tran- 


ſlated into Engliſh by a Gentleman, Bohours, 
* whom I look upon to be the moſt penetrating 
© of all the French Criticks, has taken pains to 
* ſhew, that it is impoſſible for any Thought 
eto be beautiful which is not juſt, and has not 
* its Foundation in the Nature of Things: That 


© the Baſis of all Wit is Truth; and that no 


Thought can be valuable, of which good 
<** Senſe is not the Ground-Work, Addiſon's 
** Spet, Ne. 62. Price 38. in H. 


12 · Chriſtian Converſation :- A farewell Ser- 
mon, preach'd in the Pariſh Church of St. Dun- 
ſtan in the Weſt, and publiſh'd at the Requeſt 
of many of the principal Inhabitants of the 
jaid Pariſh, Price 6 d. Wk 


13. A Diſcourſe of Murder. Preach'd in 
the Chapel of Lincoln Im, and publiſh'd at 
the Requeſt of the Gentlemen of the Bench. 
Price -6 d. — The two laſt by the late Reverend 
and Learned Dr. William Lupton. 
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